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THE SPANISH MOTHER. 



CHAPTER I. 



THE GIPSY. 



^^ May the blessings of Egypt light on your 
head, high-born lady ; oh I listen to the 
words of a poor woman who is come from a 
distant country, and is cold and hungry. 
I've no money to buy bread. Your palm, 
good lady, your palm, that I may tell you all 
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2 THE 8FANIBH MOTHEB. 

the good fortane that awaits you, and is about 
to fall on your house." 

Thus did a dark-eyed Gitana, in their own 
peculiar Spanish, address a handsome English 
girl who sat within a court guarded by a 
grated door and high walls in an Andalusian 
town. She is dark, almost as a Mulatto, her 
long black hair hangs half over her face, and 
gives a peculiarly fierce look to her cunning 
eyes; she is in the Gitana costume, and 
though her face may attract you firom its in- 
telligence and almost speaking expression 
of eameatiiess and determination, yet, as the 
fascination passes, you seem to feel only a 
shudder and loathing* 

The house is that of one of the ri«h vineyard 
owners, once of English extraction, but now 
almost verged into a Spaniards He has been 
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married late in life to an English wife^ and 
has one daughter, who is now sitting near a 
fiofoutain, handsomely dressed, but looking 
anxious and serious ; she seems to have some 
cause for deep thought, and by her way of 
now and then biting her lip, and seeming to 
speak half aloud to herself, as if to control her 
feeling, it would appear not to be a pleasant 
subject she is cogitating. 

The court is paved with the whitest marble; 
fountains play in eveiy part, and so com* 
pletely is the air perfumed with the flowers 
that surround them, the orange trees, tlie 
jessamine, the aromatic shrubs, that it would 
seem Eimmel had been busy with his arts in 
scented fountains. It is like the courts one 
imagines the fairy stories are placed in, so 
lovely is every accessory. She is busy at her 

B 2 



4 THE SPANISH MOTHER. 

embroidery from time to time, but her thoughts 
are evidently elsewhere. 

The Gitana has attracted her attention, and 
her presence seems to have immediately 
caused either sudden pain or pleasure, for she 
becomes crimson ; and calling to one of her 
maids desired them to admit the Gitana — she 
wished to have her fortune told, and they 
might retire. 

The lady beckons the gipsy to come on the 
other side of the garden, apparently fearful 
she may be watched or overheard from the 
windows. 

There the gipsy appears occupied with 
simple fortune-telling ; but if you watch her 
more closely you will see the lady has re- 
ceived a note from the Gitana, and is reading 
it with beating heart and flushed cheek, and 
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when she has read it she makes a sign to the 
woman to wait. The wretched little dark 
child, who had been strapped to the back of 
the woman, is released, and allowed to dabble 
in the water, or scrape np the gravel whilst 
the gipsy goes on with some handiwork or 
other belonging to her trade. 

The lady goes to the further comer of the 
court and reads her letter again. It was 
written half in the gipsy language and half in 
ordinary common Spanish, and breathed only 
love and admiration, with an entreaty to trust, 
love, and come to the writer. She tore oflF a 
piece and wrote on it one word — " Yes." 
She folded it in a leaf of the orange tree, and 
tying it with a piece of silk from her em- 
broidery, gave it to the gipsy. 

She had some very earnest conversation 



wifli ^ wonan, and wbea al! seemed sati». 
ft«tonly amoved, fte cKia was canglitiip as 
yo« itt^t a pappr and tossed into its bag on 
Ac baek of tke gipsr. She dten leoeived 
aom* SMoey, and w cac£^;;dj- anl stealdifly 
l«t««t«rdi^gaie 
Aiuon^t dj« «:< 

»*l adJ^ Wftn^e ^occ-> cr,;> tvczp^ioQ may 
?iy ajn> iv' *~vr -r^ vvr-v^d widi 

«*V*<v^ »v>^? k«v*Tfev ^<tt, t5*f SKc. and Ae 
Vw |«ttt vy' e<sf«f «&.«*>.'««• «$i«s>s %^ W tile 
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difBcttlty, no matter where, they fly to the 
rescue, and will take airy trouble to extricate 
them. 

In one of the mountain roads on the out- 
skirts of the town, where we hare laid the above 
scene some of these Oales had a forge, where 
tihey carried on a thriving trade, for the road 
above and below them was rough and bad, and 
many a traveller lost a shoe within their neigh- 
bourliood. 

The principal gipsy at the forge, and who 
seemed also a sort of captain or head of a large 
clan, was a tall handsome fellow, with splen- 
did iSgure, and muscular limbs, a dark oKve 
skin, fine loving eyes, and long soft black 
hair; besides the peculiar dialect they use 
amongst themselves, he spoke good Spanish, 
and lie seemed to have been educated for some 
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better position. Many was the look he at- 
tracted from the handsome dark eyed girls 
who passed, and often was the excuse of 
a loose shoe or a nail wanting to the mnle 
ov pony adopted to get a peep at Eomana, 
or in hopes he might assist the female customer 
to remount, which service was sometimes 
repaid by a caress or some sweet word of wel- 
come. 

The rich merchant's daughter we have in- 
troduced in her garden often rode out amongst 
the mountains, accompanied only by her dog« 
One evening, as she was returning, a storm 
came on, and by the time she reached the 
gipsy forge it was so heavy she asked for 
shelter. 

Too strange and frightened to like to go 
far into the place where the dark women 
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called to her to join them, she stood by the 
side of her horse under the shed, and was soon 
struck with the beauty of Bomana. Her dog, 
who usually approved of no stranger, was 
endeavouring to attract his attention as he sat 
smoking his cigar near the entrance. 

By degrees, from talking to the dog, he 
began to discuss the good points of the horse 
with their mistress ; she seemed to be as com- 
pletely fascinated as the dog, and when the 
storm ceased, she seemed to regret there was 
no excuse to stay longer. He gently assisted 
her to remount, and she turned towards 
home. 

But excuses for meeting were not long 
difficult to find ; when was a handsome woman 
placed in so delightfiiUy tantalizing a position 
as to become aware the handsome man who 

b5 



10 THE BPANISH MOTHEB. 

had fascinated her returned her feeling, and 
ahe find any difficulty in finding excuses to 
meet him ? It is true the natural prejudice 
against gipsies at first kept her back, and 
made her sometimes shrink firom him when 
he would offer to show her some of the beauti- 
ful mountain passes, and accompany her on 
foot, but that wore ofi, and she one day ven- 
tured to question him as to his descent. He 
told her his father was an old Spanish soldier, 
who had served his time in the army and got 
wounded, he had married a very handsome 
gipsy ; when she thus, as they thought, dis- 
graced her blood by marrying a Busu^, 
they discarded her, and she had to go and 
live with hiB father on his pension. 

She managed, however, to add to their in- 
come by gipsy craft, and learnt to read and 



THE SPANISH KOTUEB. ll 

tmte. When the boy was bom she called 
iiim Romana, and often talked to him of his 
gipsy ilescemt, of which she was more proud 
tfaim ordinary royalty. 

When he was about three years old his 
father had died, and with much difficulty and 
after being in great distress, she had been 
allowed to return to her tribe with her boy. 

He had made good use of his civilisation, 
was a Chmlian, and had gained suet popu- 
larity and influence with lihe others that th^y 
had made him a sort of chief. His mother 
had long since died, and since then they had 
ceased to hare any mistrust of him. All this 
however he told her by degrees, and as it 
were in secret, for he never dared let the 
othet gipsies see him meet his captivating 
lady love as she soon grew to be. It would 
have aroused their jealousy. 
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She now argued to herself that he was, 
after all, but half a gipsy ; he was a chris- 
tian and educated, she rode oftener on 
that road, she passed the gipsy forge most 
days. The dog would always run in, and 
the handsome blacksmith became very fond 
of smoking his cigar in the mountain passes. 

One morning two closely mu£ELed figures, 
accompanied by a large black dog, got out 
of one of the public street conveyances soon 
after sunrise, very near the blacksmith's forge ; 
the driver and carriage were paid and dis- 
missed, and the figures passed on. 

They soon came to a little chapel, such as 
you see on the roadsides in Catholic countries. 
They were met by a muffled figure, whose 
identity seemed well known to the dog, by 
the pleasure he expressed, and the way he 
fawned upon him. 
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A monk appeared in his brown habit, and 
two of the muffled %ares were made man 
and wife, if not with all the legal forms c^ 
banns and registers, at least as properly as 
many had been before. 

This was the morning after the opening of 
onr chapter. The three muffled figures, and 
a fourth, dressed as a sort of a servant man, 
mounted good horses, and, followed by the 
dog, they took a road that led to the least 
frequented and wildest part of the mountains. 

The bride seemed gay and lively, though 
perhaps anxious about who might pursue them, 
for she constantly looked back, and what she 
saw did not make her look serious, for it was 
indeed most laughable to lookers on, though 
probably not to the performers. 

The other muffled female was evidently 
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tinaocnstomed to riding, and the man had been 
obliged to pnt her on his horse in front of him, 
not to impede their journey by the eonstant 
delay her frights caused. 

At length they reached a small farm honse^ 
where they alighted, and found refreshment 
awaiting them. In half-an-hour they pro- 
ceeded on their journey in a small carriage, 
adapted to the roads, which now seemed to 
be more practicable. 

They finally came to an old building, where 
they stopped, and here they found was to be 
their home. 

The interior was a great contrast to the 
outward appearance, for after crossing a 
court-yard, they entered rooms ftimished with 
every luxury, and attendants awaited them 
who seemed to obey the master like soldiers. 
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The rooms all looked into the court-jard, 
those Axt cominaiided any other aspect were 
in ruins, and seemed to be intended to give 
the idea, if any one shonld penetrate to this 
lonely part of the moontains, of being tenant- 
less and in rains — here Aey were to remain. 

Of oourse it has long since occurred to my 
readers tlmt the lady is the merchant's daugh- 
ter, with her attendant, the man, the hand- 
some gipsy blacksmith. 

For some time the violent love he had in- 
sured her with, the romance and excitement 
of the whole a&ir, satisfied the handsome 
Spanish girl ; but by degrees she got tired of 
her life and her toys, and began to think of 
her father's gne£ She had been brought up 
so separated from him, though in his house, 
she had thought little of leaving him, and 
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never fancied he would fret after her. She 
had left him a letter, taking an affectionate 
fiurewell, but telling him to abstain from 
following her, as it would tend to the happi- 
ness of no one to enforce his authority, by 
bringing her home again. He believed this, 
and told everyone she was gone on a tour ; 
the wonder at the suddenness soon passed 
away. 

Diana Bomana was surrounded with com- 
forts, loaded with costly gifts, taken out ex- 
cursions, and given every amusement she 
asked for ; but there was a mystery hung over 
her husband's movements that excited her 
curiosity, and then her anger, because the 
first was not satisfied. When she asked where 
his riches came frt)m, where in such a district 
he obtained those beautiful ornaments, those 
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diamonds, and so on, the only answer she 
obtained was a joke on the wealth of gipsies 
and the power of witchcraft. 

He was often out — sometimes all night, and 
never allowed any one to see him when he 
came home till he had changed his dress. She 
conld never get any information from him 
but that they were jonmeys necessary for his 
bnsmess. At last she began to feel a sort of 
dread of him, he seemed to lose his gentleness, 
and many times she fancied when he came 
home he was excited, he had been drinking 
too much. 

Time began to hang wearily on her hands, 
she could find nothing that really amused her ; 
she fretted for liberty and society, her maid 
was the only woman she had to speak to i 
the work of the house was done by rough- 
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looking Spanish women, who spoke their own 
dialect, and seemed bound by some law never 
to bring in one word of news from outside the 
walls. 

When she complained of her solitude to 
Romana, he would caress her and promise to 
tdke her to Madrid as soon as the roads were 
better and his business would allow of it, 
meantime he brought her fresh jewellery and 
lovely silks and laces. If these did not satisfy 
her, he would sometimes threaten and taunt 
her with no longer loving him, and that always 
brought her to his feet, so complete was his 
power of fascination. 
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CHAPTER 11. 



THE DISCOVERY. 



Months went by — the feeling of dread and 
mistrast which Diana had begun to entertain 
for her husband gradually increased till she 
watched for his return with fear instead of 
pleasure. The only solace she had was her 
baby daughter, now about six weeks old. 
*' JuKe," she would say, " can you not find 
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me something exciting — something new — I 
am tired of my existence, would that I had 
never left my dear father/' 

" Oh, the Senora will soon find pleasure 
again now,*' answered the girl, ** the little one 
will recall his father/* 

" No, Julie, he will not look at it — says he 
will not know what to do with a maudling 
girl ; had it been a boy, he might have trained 
him to some good, but a girl only cries and 
torments the men." 

The handsome lady began to lose her 
brightness and her charms ; she was fi:^tful, 
discontented, and sighed for a change. 

One evening, when her husband was ex- 
pected home, there seemed to be an unusual 
stir in the place, and though her old crony 
attendants told her the Capitano, as he was 
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nsnaUy caUed, was not returned, she fancied 
she bad heard his voice in the court yard, and 
not in very sweet tones. He seemed to be 
ordering some one to be put in safe keepings 
and his wound attended to. Who could it 
be ? had there been some accident on the 
road, and he have brought the travellers 
home. This would be an event something 
new — a chance of hearing something of those 
she had left. 

She called Julie, told her what she had 
heard and begged her to see what she could 
find out. Julie was not likely to have re- 
mained in this retirement so long out of pure 
devotion to her mistress — ^not much of that 
sort of attachment in these days. Julie had 
hex jolt garqon amongst the Capitano's people, 
and as he was the one who superintended the 
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Stables she had the advantage of hia sooiety 
pretty constantly. She nevear found out from 
him where his master went^ but excepting for 
a provoking obstinacy about answering 
questions, he was kind and amiable to her^ 
and gave numbers of presents. 

^^ Now, Julie/' said La Bomana, ^^ take this 
bottle of the best liquor to Victor, and find 
out what has happened, who have been 
brought in, and let me see them if possibW 

The lady received a messag e from her fans* 
band not to expect him that evening, he 
should be detained out late, perhaps over die 
next day. 

Two hours passed more wearily than ever. 
The neglected wife thought of all sorts of 
projects of escape from this thraldom; She 
still loved Bomana to a certain degree,, bat 



THB SPANISH MOTHXB* 28 

she would willingly have left him, did she see 
any means of doing so safely, with her child. 
She would have sought her father^ implored 
his forgiveness, and devoted herself to the 
care of her child in solitude, so that she might 
feel she was not a prisoner as at present. But 
no opportunity seemed to offer. The child 
she loved passionately, and would not have 
parted fro. i. for »,thing. but *. ,„ cc 
stotly dreamtog of her father-d^e £mcied 
she saw him a miserable broken down old 
man, crying for his Di., refusing to attend to 
business dwindling, away. She would wake 
with a start when she fancied she saw his 
altered face. She had almost fallen into one 
of these dreanis in the soft southern twi- 
light when she was roused by Julie's return, 
eager to tell all her news. 
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^^ Senorai Senorai ob, sach newSy so much 
to tell you^ bat wait, I must Bse si la ckera 
petite dors J aUons it is already time for her to 
be undressed," and tbe lady was again left to 
herself and her gloomy thooghts. 

Then came her evening meal served with 
much display ; bnt dreary and nninviting by 
herseli^ and ahe had lately so oftoi been left 
to have it alone. 

What could be the employment that took 
him away at such hoarS| and that made him 
so harsh^ so roughs so unlike what he was in 
the days of their first aoquaintanoe. 

How many wives have made reflections of 
much the same nature, and how many have 
failed to find out the real reason. The greater 
number &il as Diana Bomana did^ until some 
fate discloses the secret of some money diffi- 
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x^alties, some entanglement, some mystery of 
early life, some hidden skeleton, in fact, that 
would, unbidden, march out of its cupboard, 
but which, without a friendly clue, ihey will 
never find out« 

Therefore is it to be strongly recom- 
mended avoid these reflections; compari- 
sons are always odious. Take your hus- 
band as he is, and don't weave romances in 
your mind about perpetual lovers. They are, 
after all, the most capricious and the least in- 
teresting of mortals, and no slaveiy would be 
greater than to share your chain with a lover 
and his whims for life. 

Well, the baby was tucked up and slept, 
Julie looking carefully outside every door, 
behind eveiy impediment, and under and 
into every available hiding place, sat herself 
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dawn by tbe feet c^ lier mirtw widi her 



'^And now, Senoray what do yon goflw? 
A Tciy fine Eng^ goitlfiman hw bem 
wounded by an acddent to his caniage on 
tiie road, and has been brooght in by the 
CSapitano to be doctored." 

^ Make haste, Jolie, let me see bun ; perhaps 
he has known some of my fiiends," said the 
lady — ^^can tell me of my £idier and how he 
gets on." 

^Cara Signora mui^ c&* tcfec^— it is impos- 
sible ; your liquor did my Victor good. He 
showed me the room where they have put the 
gentleman; but it will want much more 
liqoor to make him show me the key. He is 
to be taken the greatest oareo£^ but not to be 
allowed to move from that room." 
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T!he next day every delicacy possible was 
tyffered to Victor to induce him to allow of 
their visit to his prisoner ; bat nothing sno- 
eeeded, and Diana determined she wonld con- 
trive some communication by the window. 

At last, in the afternoon, when she had al- 
most given up all hope of succeeding in 
getting an interview with the Englishman ^ 
Julie came in stealthily, and said-*^ 

^^ I must mind the baby ; Senora can just 
look out in the courtyard and amuse herself^ 
<mlyshe must put on very soft shoes, and 
change her silk for a soft muslin." 

The lady easily understood the hint^ and 
passing into her room, she made the altera- 
tions in her dress, put some gold pieces into 
her pocket, and took up her position at the 
window that looked into the conr^^ard, 

o « 
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She sat there^ wearily, it seemed to her, for 
an hour, but impatience multiplied fifteen by 
four, and very soon Victor passed her window, 
idly puffing hia cigarette, and stooping to pick 
up a flower as he passed said — 

" Follow me, and silence." 

The lady rose, and sauntered out; her 
guide disappeared at one of the towers-^he 
did the same. Bough steps were mounted, 
dark comers passed. They reached the 
highest room of the turret ; the guide tumed^ — 

^^ One condition, Senora, before we go 
further." 

Her blood firoze, her heart seemed to fail ; 
she stepped back as if that would have mad e 
her any safer now she had put herself in this 
man's power. She remembered showing fear 
would but be to suggest to Victor his position 
was one capable of causing it. 
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^^ Speak/' she answered as calmly as she 
could. " I am ready." 

" Swear that whatever you see or learn to- 
night you will reveal it to no one here or 
elsewhere/' said the man. 

^^ I swear it/' she said, almost fearing her 
agitation would betray her. 

" Again swear that whatever happens you 
will stand bye and protect Julie and me from 
all responsibility." 

He came near to her, looked fiercely in 
her eyes, and kept his hand on his dagger. 

" T swear it," she repeated. 

*' Enough, the Senora shall be presented 
to my handsome prisoner, and may, perhaps, 
enliven him." 

He bowed to her as respectfully as if she 
were mounting her horse with the Capitano, 
and opened the door. 
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In a well-famished, bat rather gloomy 
room she saw, half sitting, half reelimng, on 
a ooach, a young man, handsome, with sweet 
blue eyes, and an interesting expression ; his 
arm was tied up, and his head plaistered ; be 
seems startied at the entrance of a female, 
and as she allowed her black lace mantilla to 
fall a little from her &ce, he rose, struck 
dumb, as it were, with her beauty. 

**Here, Mylor," said Victor, **you seem 
dull and moped, and I am to get you well, so 
I have brought someone who will cheer you 
and do you good." 

So saying he left the room, whispering to 
Senora— 

^^ Remember your oath. I will return in an 

hour.'' 

At the end of the hour Victor returned.. 
The lady rose as be entered, wished the pri« 
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Knvo* good-night, dipped two gold ooins into 
Victor's hand, and toM him ihe had aama 
mpper and nnall comforts to send ap by Julie 
if he vould come for her in half an hour. 

Betomed to her room she seemed .inclined 
to be one moment varj joyous, another very 
dovneast ; bnt continnally nervous, and start- 
ing at erery sonnd. 

8he had some delicacies in food prepared, 
and sooght out a soft pillow or two ; she saw 
to tiieor arrangement herself, so that Victor 
and Julie eonld carry them, bnt Victor would 
not allow Jolie to enter his prisoner's room, 
which was a great disappointment to Diaaa, 
who hoped to bare received some message 
from ha interesticg stranger. 

Julie retnmed in As worst of humours. 
^^otor was too bad c^ un garfon d faire 
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grincer Us dents — ses stupid^ jaloux iraient 
hien it voire Shakspeare. 

After all, perhaps, the handsome Diana 
thought he was right ; just as well keep such 
a treasure to yourself in this odious solitude. 
Men are so foolishly weak. 

What passed between the lady and the pri- 
soner no one knew, but he, at least, was in 
much better spirits after her visit, and far 
more talkative and gracious with Victor. She 
was, at intervals, more moody than ever, and 
at moments seemed in unusual spirits. 

Three days passed ; the Capitano did not 
return; the castle seemed almost deserted, 
till on the third evening a horseman, armed, 
looking dusty, fagged, and anxious, galloped 
into the courtyard, gave some hurried orders, 
to Victor, and galloped off again. 
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During those three days Diana had each 
daj, under a renewed oath, and with much 
caution, vbited the prisoner, and had sent 
him all sorts of comforts; also books and 
flowers to enliven his solitude, and had taken 
up her guitar to sing to him. 

Had it not been for these visits what now 
happened would have alarmed and astonbhed 
her much more. 

She had learned that her handsome hus- 
band, the captivating blacksmith, Bomana, 
was a captain of brigands, half gipsy, half 
brigand. That was the business which kept 
him out so often and so late ; that was the 
history of her jewels and her presents. 

Julie had remarked that her mistress had 
worn no jewels for some days, and when she 
visited the Englishman always dressed in the 
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aiinplest manner, and wtihoat any ornament.. 
The foolish girl was disappointed not to tnakfs 
more display^ 

Not long after the horseman had li^ the 
castle, otiiers arriyed, oarrying a wounded 
eomrade, who was immediately taken to some 
of the lower rooms of the castle, places oidy 
Victor seemed to know of. 

At last the Capitano was carried io^ and 
laid womided and bleeding on his cotEch. 
Diana, rooking her baby to sleep, knew 
nothing of all that was going on* She accom- 
plished that, and was listlessly coming from 
her room, when she heard the voice of Capi- 
tano caUing Diana ; but she started both to 
find him so near, and at the sound of its 
ahered tone» When she saw him suflfering, 
sabdned, once more addnssing her in hia <dd, 
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•oft) loTing toneB, the foi^ot all her anger, 
she fyrgot all the hoiror the cKscorery of his 
real employmemt had given her, she looked at 
him only through her former lore^infeitnated 
^pm. Her handsome bridegroom dyings— going 
to leavB her-^mpossiUe ! 

She knelt down beside him ; she would 
allow no one else to give him his medicine. 
She tried to lull him to sleep with her softest 
•notes ; but for him there was no rest ; a 
sort of waking delirium eeemed to possess 
him, as he loUed about in bodily pain ; be 
rav«d in his mind. He entreated his Diana's 
pardon ; he accused himself of deceiving her, 
of niaoing her life and her future. He 
entreated her to leave him and fly ; the 
soldiers would perhaps soon reach the castle, 
and though he was beyond any harm they could 
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do him, he could not rest if she were to be- 
insulted or molested. He inquired anxiously 
fer the English prisoner, and being told he 
was nearly well, he seemed easier. 

" Diana/' he said, " that is a noble, brave 
fellow, and I charge you see him safe out of 
this place, and everything belonging to him 
restored in safety to him — Hugo knows where 
everything is. And now, my friends, my 
brothers farewell. When I am dead I com- 
mend my fair wife, Diana, to your care. 
She will not remain here when I am gone. 
Conduct her and the child and nurse safely 
to Seville, and the Englishman to whichever 
town he wishes ; but he must be blindfolded 
and take the oath of secresy ; and if he betray 
you, why you know what the gipsy hatred 
can accomplish for you. Farewell ! Let my 
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last few hours of life be passed with my 
family/' 

They left him, and great rough men as they 
were, who had divided many ill-gotten goods, 
and perhaps caused the sacrifice of so me lives, 
the tear of grief stood in the eye of many. 
They^loved their chief for his bravery and his 
justice, and they could not bear to see him go 
from them. 

Poor fellow 1 He talked of hours. He 
knew not his danger — interior haemorrhage 
from his wound was then going on. He 
raised himself to give one fond kiss to the 
baby he had affected to despise. He gasped 
and, caught by his wife as he fell back, his 
erring spirit fled, ere he could even attempt 
to make amends by a prayer for his wander- 
ings from the commands of God and man. 
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CHAPTER IIL 



THE RETURN. 



A FEW days after the sudden event that had 
made a widow of the hsadsome Diana Bomana, 
the castle was again deserted. 

The Gapitano had been buried with military 
honours, and over his grave had been per- 
formed another ceremony besides that belong- 
ing to his burial. The widow, her maid Julie, 
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and the finglish priaoaer had all been made 
to take a solemn oath of secreBy with regard 
to all they had known and seen in thb wild, 
mormitainons home. Then as soon as it was 
dark a carriage arrived, they, and their pro- 
perty were packed into it, refreshment for the 
jottney given them, and, under an escort of 
arawd riders, they were conducted down the 
mountain ; all three wwe blindfolded for the 
first hour. The baby, almost hidden in wraps, 
was placed on Julie's lap. 

Victor tried hard to persuade Julie to be- 
ooaie his wife, and share his fortunes, but she 
refinsed to leave her mistress or the baby ; and 
indeed, the events of the last few days, though 
ahe knew very little of what they really meant^ 
had thoroughly fijghtened her. 

Diana felt so uneasy now about the pos- 
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session of all the luxuries and jewels that 
Komana had given her, that she abandoned 
everything she could possibly do without, all 
she had not possessed before her unfortu- 
nate acquaintance with the handsome black- 
smith. 

The Englishman stiU had his arm in a sUng, 
but otherwise had recovered from the effects 
of his encounter with the brigands. 

During his first interview with the hand- 
some Senora in his prison he had told her 
how, his carriage having been attacked in one 
of the mountain passes, the postillion had been 
taken prisoner, his servant shot, and every- 
thing belonging to him ransacked. 

When they had taken all there was of value 
they put the postillion back on his horses, and 
desired him to drive where he pleased, but 
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that if he looked back or hesitated he would 
be shot instantly. 

Then the Englishman determined to fight 
hard for his life and his property, and in the 
straggle got wounded by Eomana himself; 
but he owned that from the moment he 
yielded nothing could exceed the care and at* 
tention he received. 

All this had been the most astounding 
news to Diana, and the effect the news had on 
her was so great that the prisoner was alarmed, 
and would certainly have summoned help if 
prisons at the top of turrets ever furnished 
any means of doing so. She had, however, 
entreated him to be quiet, and soon shook off 
what he thought was caused by her anxiety 
for Bomana ; but, in truth; it was her first 
knowledge of having married a brigand. 
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She detextnined he should not perceive how 
she had been deceived ; that wounded her 
pride too much) and would have too much 
die appearance of asking for pity or help. 

She saw how thoroughly she had degraded 
herself by once defying law, duty^ and pra^^ 
prlety ; felt she had drawn it on herself^ 
and must bear it as best she could ; but de- 
termined not a finger should be laid on the 
prisoner or his goods. He should go free, even 
at her own risk. 

However, the events that so quickly fol- 
lowed, owing to the postillion giving the 
alarm, and sending soldiers on iho track, 
made it unneceasary for Diana to interfere. 

As soon as they left the castle was deserted, 
the whole clue to their formeif home swept 
away. 
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After tnreellii^ all night witii constant 
idaji of horseB oyw dangeroas and bad 
roads^ they arriyed, at day-break, in the open 
n>ad,and were desired by Victor, who ac- 
oompanied them thus &r, to alight, and go 
into a cottage close by whilst the carriage 
was changed. This was soon done ; they got 
in again, bid &rewell to Victor and his car- 
riage, and were taken to the town where 
Diana's father Jived. She directed them to 
drive straight to ihe hoase, her former home, 
trusting to her influence with her fSeither and 
his immense affection for her to procure her 
pardon and shelter. 

What was her consternation, her grief, her 
terror at finding the ^ce empty, as £Eir as 
her attraction went, and they seemed busy 
repairing and altering the place, as if they 
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combined cruelly to efface even the recollec- 
tion of the spot where she had been innocent 
and happy. 

If any of my readers have ever arrived at 
a honse where they expected to find some-> 
one very dear to them that they had seen 
and heard nothing of for a long while, and 
they have found the house abandoned, all a 
dreary blank, and no one who cared to give 
them news, or who gave a thojight to the late 
inhabitants so dear to you, but stared or 
laughed at your anxious questions, then they 
wUl have some slight idea of Diana's feelings 
on this morning ; but happily we will sup- 
pose none of them have been exactly in her 
position— returning humbled, penitent, and 
prepared to devote her days to solace the re- 
maining ones of her father's life, to make 
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amends for her misconduct, to throw herself 
into his arms and implore his pardon, never 
to have him again. 

Oh I how many times during her journey 
she had gone over the scene to herself ; she 
had fancied all the answers he might give, all 
the arguments he might use to refuse to re- 
instate her in her home. How she fancied 
she had prepared an answer for them all ; how 
it would be impossible for him to resist her ; 
and now, not even to see him, to speak to 
hin, or to hear any news of him. 

The disappointment was so great that even 
the proud-spirited Diana Bomana was over- 
come by it. She fell back in the carriage in 
a dead &int. 

After a few words of explanation from 
Julie, the gentleman desired them to drive to 
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am hotd. There Jbfli took a suite of apartmentB 
for the lady and her oluld, and another for 
himself, and determined to try^ and find out 
all about her fiuther £)r her. 

Diana was carried up to bw room^^aodlisft 
under the care of her maid. 

The driver of tike carnage said he mui 
paid, and after an extra bnmakaaa from ftha 
Engliahman drove off. 

Our Englishman, as, of course, yon will 
have long since guessed, is Lord Herbert. 
When Diana oame to herself^ and disoovered 
where she was, she seemed suddenly to recol* 
lect her painful and peculiar position. 

The excitement, the extraordinary dis* 
coveries of the last few days, the rapid way 
in which eveiything had oome upon her, and 
at last the disappointment of not finding her 
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fiitiier, or knowing what had beeome of him 
was too much for her. She quite frightened 
Julie by her alternate fits of crying and 
ecreaming laughter. She would walk about 
almost like a maniac, then throw herself down 
on her sofa, and sob like a child. 

When evening came she was perfectly ex- 
hausted, and when, after some difficulty, Julie 
got her to bed, she sent out for a doctor, who 
declared that unless the greatest quiet ensued 
before morning, she would have brain fever. 

The only thing that had prevented her 
going into the town to search for her fettfaer, or 
to hear news of him, was Julie's positive as- 
surance that Lord Herbert was gone to find 
out all about him, and what still further de- 
terred her firom going out was the fear of some 
one recognising her. 
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The next day Lord Herbert sent to enquire 
after Diana, and heard that she was in a most 
dangerous state, alternately listless, impos- 
sible to rouse, and then wild and incoherent 
in what she said, and almost violent in her 
manner. 

The fever lasted thus for twenty-one days^ 
without any change the least satisfactory. 
In her delirium she talked sometimes of her 
father, and her once innocent happy life with 
him ; and then she talked of Eomana, of his 
good looks, of his bravery, and appear to go 
through the whole scene of her meeting him 
and the marriage at the little chapel. Then 
she would go off to her horror of him as a 
brigand, and end by crying violently over his 
death. 

Nothing that kindness and attention could 
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possibly do for Diana was foigotten or 
omitted by Lord Herbert. He got her a 
nurse, he called in another doctor, he watched 
foruews of her each day with the greatest 
eagerness ; for, alas I there was no one else 
to send for, and he dreaded the effects of the 
news he most tell her when she got a little 
better, if she ever did. He could not dis* 
cover what had become of her fistther. From 
the moment of his daughter's leaving him he 
seemed an altered man. He could not attend 
to business ; he got into money difficulties ; 
he took to gambling as a remedy, and finally 
lost everything, and so involved himself that 
his house had to be sold up, and he had gone 
away no one knew whither. 

He managed to screen her so well that all 
thought she had gone away for her health 
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Bomano's dea& had not fioaed his, and ke 
leaalved he wo«dd rqpaj her Iq^ 



Jnfiewas moat devoted in her am i itu of 
her dear mistress; the doetons wore akilfiil, 
tiie paiifflirt stroi^ and healdiy) «id ^he storm 

-a loll oaaaa. The atua of 



THfe BPANISH MOTHBB. 51 

Intellect returned, tod now aU tliat wite 
wanted was sondhine and silrer cloudci t6 
brighten and strengthen her mind AUd, body. 

But, alas I how was that heavy cloud of 
disappointment to be disp^ed that htii^ 
over the fate of her father ? 

They begdn by answering her taxious en- 
quiries with excuses of his having left, given 
lip his business, and returned to England, 
they kn6w not ^here. 

By de^ees she i^emetnbe^d likely people 
to know of him tod his whereabouts, and s6nt 
them off to ask, but forbit^on toy account that 
i^he should be named or knoWh asin the town. 

In reality, every possible meins to trifoe 
the merchant had been used, but wrthoiit the 
least avail, tod though Lord Herbert cer- 
tainly feh a degree of pleasure When told lihe 
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would soon be well enough to allow him an 
interview, yet he dreaded the difficulty of 
answering. 

When the day came, and he was admitted 
again to the handsome widow's presence, he 
felt like a guilty child. He had been desired 
by the medical men not to refer to the past 
unless obliged, and not to remind her of his 
errand to discover her father. There was no 
need to remind her of the last. Her great 
wish was to be allowed to get up and remain 
on the sofa en demi toilette^ so that Lord Her- 
bert might be admitted. 

When Lord Herbert came he was struck by 
the alteration her illness had made in her ap- 
pearance; not that the change was for the 
worse; she looked perhaps handsomer than 
ever, only more delicate, and there was a softer 
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expression, a subdued manner that appeared 
to make her even more attractive. 

No wonder Lord Herbert — who, by his at- 
tention and care, his respectful and delicate 
way of doing it, too, had won for himself a 
sort of right to be admitted as a friend to her 
room to advise and direct for her — no wonder, 
I say, he delayed froih day to day to proceed 
on the journey which had been so unexpectedly 
interrupted ; besides, no oneis so easily shot by 
that naughty little boy who forgets to put on 
his knickerbockers and shooting coat, as 
widowers in search of consolation. 

Lord Herbert had been obliged to make a 
confidant of the doctor, so far as to ask his 
advice how long it was safe to deceive the 
Senora about her &ther, and what tale to 
invent. 
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Th^. had decided to tell her he had lef)^ 
the town six months before, which was trae|. 
^^ ^!KP^ ^here he was going, leaving no 
a4^ess, and had never written to any on^^ 
which was also all true ; tha^ he had depositQ^ 
certain sums and securities at the bank for 
her, in c^ she returned, or required ^m, 
wbi«h waf; not true. 

This story was, however, necessary to in7 
dnce Diana to remaia where she was, and to 
allow of everything that was 'required being 
ordered for her, which she certainly never 
would have allowed had she known that if 
was all paid for by Lord Herbert. What was 
to be the end of it all the doctor did not trou- 
ble himself to foresee. He was sure of his 
money, he cured a most interesting patient,,hi^ 
was quite a lion of the day, and indebted tq 
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tlie el^eaabt^ot tlas illiiess for matiy ftes^ be«^ 
sid^smady^ little attentioifs and marks of hoi^ 
pitalityv 

S6ino of hh MtnAs found it imposrible to 
ge* wdl witibont one Tisii ftom Dr. Patmcio. 
He was so ajgreesbk, his sodety actually did 
you as much good as his medicine, and by 
making, a mystery and itisinnating royalty 
diflgnised and in trouble, as his patient at 
the. Hotel, he managed to stimulate their 
oiiriority, and lead thetm to suppose he should 
one day be at Hberty to tell them a marvel* 
loiui^. taie of> real life, and so kept the fire 
btmiHig for a long while. 

Three months past Lord Herbert had been 
awi^ to> ' Madridy ; still hoping to hear some 
iiew»iof llie- wi&Wr's father, btit withoa<^ suc- 
Odmo Hi found ^Mnisielf' gtadually" becoiningf 
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aware that the senora occupied a veiy large^ 
share of his thoughts, indeed, he felt he en- 
joyed the events of life, or thought them irk- 
some in proportion to how far she was mixed 
up with them, and during the three months^ 
he found he watched as anxiously for news 
of her as he did from his mother. 

At last he had determined to return and 
ascertain, at whatever cost, if i^e had missed 
him, if, in fine, she loved him, as it was use- 
less to try and conceal from himself he loved 
her. Also he felt this deception of the money, 
and her real position could not be con- 
tinued any longer. He resolved to speak 
out. 

The captivating Diana had on her side 
thought often of her kind friend — she dared 
not flatter herseli^ her admirer. Who could 
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be expected in his position to look favourably 
on the brigand's widow. • 

Sometimes all her old romantic love for her 
handsome blacksmith would return upon her. 
She would cry, and covering her baby with 
kisses scarcely allow it out of her sight, but 
certainly in general she was thoroughly cured, 
and very often would not look at the baby, 
or take it in her arms for days together, as if 
feeling it reminded her of past follies, and 
her unkind behaviour to her father. 

Great was her joy when Julie one evening 
brought her news Lord Herbert had returned, 
and wished to know if she would receive him 
to pay his respects. 

She took special pains with her toilette, 
and was quite excited about it His reception 
was a warm one, and encouraged him to hope 
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she, had sufficiently recovered from her losa 
and all the past sad events not to object to 
his courtship. He therefore resolved at once 
to, drop the distant respectful manner of a 
stranger friend, and adopt that of the lover. 

The language and little nothings by which, 
these last well known enthusiasts make their 
presence and their sentimente felt by the ob- 
ject of their affections, is too old a story to 
require being told here, and in this case we 
have long ago seen that the lover was sue- . 
cessfiil, and introduced as Lady Herbert to 
his county Mends. A handsome charming 
woman, half Spanish, half English, over 
whom hung a mystery which perhaps made 
her the more attractive ; and now, though the 
county do no|; yet know where she came from 
and what she was, you do. 
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The only condition Lord Herbert made on 
his marriage was that the baby should be 
placed somewhere to be taken care of away 
from its mother, and that she should keep 
the strictest Bectfety %urto lall'her antecedents. 

Arrangements were made for the inquiries 
after the missing merchant to be continued, 
and if anything of him could be traced, to 
communicate at once with Lord Herbert. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



MR. ROBERTS FAILS. 



Mr. Bobertb became more and more popular 
as his parishioners discovered that, though 
he had, according to them, strange notions, 
much too great a love of show, and ceremony, 
decorations, and Uvely music, yet he was 
always at his post, always ready to attend the 
poorest, meanest, or most troublesome of his 
congregation in illness or distress. 
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He spent very little on liimsel^ and gave 
nearly the whole of the reyenae of the liying 
to the poor. 

Near the village were some almshouses 
belonging to the Sinclair fiunily. These had 
been for some time terribly neglected and 
jobbed. The houses were dilapidated, the 
inhabitants left to live and die as if their 
souls were saved by the mere &ct of being in 
the almshouses. 

Mr. Boberts managed to get a little mortu- 
ary chapel built attached to the almshouses, 
with a cemetery, and there he regularly gave 
prayers and exhortations, not only on occa- 
sion of the death of one of the poor old people, 
but every Sunday evening, and allowed of no 
excuse, excepting actual acute illness, to pre- 
vent their attendance. 
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For hitoself he : seliom gave a thought of 
the! curious position, he held' io: the world, > 
without a single relation, though sometimes,^ 
when : he saw Bose's devotion* to her brother 
Ferdinand, or Ferdinand's confiding love in 
Lady Herbert, a slight twinge might pass, 
through his. heart, and make it beat a little 
faster, perhaps with, a throb of jealousy. Then 
he attributed; it aU to his love for Ferdinand, 
which perhaps made him susceptible of the- 
least diffeirence in his manner to any one^ He 
had : lately felt the want of sympathy more 
than uaaal, for he had been anything but welL' 

He was much altered in looks, and some 
dajiFs his sunken r eye and . hectic colour would, 
mahe. many a mother in. his congregation 
shake i her . head and : wish that good Mr« 
Roberts had some one to look after him. 
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Qi^ hpqaekeq^r told^ Mrs. Priagle, whea 
she caine iqym on. a. visit to the hall, that 
mapya night hp sc^irQelj got a bit of sleep. 

^^ Iudeed> manii I .do assure yoa my good 
master cpiigh9 soiAetimes, after he has been 
ont late with them old people at the houses 
aa4 in town, that oftqn I feel quite afraid 
lik^, I sit and listen till I am downright 
frig^t^npd he will choke*" 

" ril.t^U youiyvihat,ltei do, Mrs. Jones,'* said 
Mr)9. Pringle,. ^^ ifs what I alj^ays . give to my 
poor/cb^r Pringle, as was very subject to them 
choking. CQughsi partipul^ after he had beea 
Ia1^,in:tl4e sli^iighterrhQViS^ with a bullock as. 
resisted, bwflg killed^, as,. they did. very uurea? 
sonably songietiiWflP.* Well, ^ I jwas a-going, 
to tell, you. G;et.9Qme camomile flowers,, and 
bpil .'em cl^wn, tijl. jov have got fill the. good 
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out of them like, then add some elder wine/ 
just a pinch of ipecacuanha, and a dash of 
gin ; stir 'em well together, boil them for half 
a minute, and drink it hot That'll warm him 
after he has been out of a night, and make 
him sleep comfortable." 

" Thank you, Mrs. Pringle, Til try it ; but 
master is so oblivious of himself, that I don't 
believe I should ever get him to take nothing 
for his own comfort. Why he don't eat enough 
to do more than just keep him alive. He has 
such a lot of fast days, it's awAil ; and the 
butcher says when master has given one of 
his sermons on the wickedness of spending so 
much in eating and drinking, he can tell his 
books won't be up to the mark that week." 

*'Lor, that's very dreadful," said the 
butcher's widow. *'If people don't eat a 
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sufficiency of butcher's meat, I don't see how 
they are to keep their health/' 

"No, Mrs. Pringle, that's just it; my 
master's a-wasting through eating fish and 
eggs, where he ought to have a good beef 
steak." 

Mr. Roberts at last began to feel himself 
he was not equal to so much fatigue, and did 
not sleep well at night; and perhaps that 
made him more inclined to think of himself, 
and wander back in imagination to when he 
was a child, and the days when his old grand- 
father — the only relation he ever remembered 
— having made such a pet of him. 

He thought of how he cried when he fii'st 
left him for Winchester, how he enjoyed his 
first holiday, and how he blessed the kind 
fiiend who pidd his railway journey to enable 
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him to come home; and so be one day wQBf^ 
on thinking over all that had happened sOl' 
long ago, till it suddenly occurred to him 
what had become of^ that packet so carefiiUj 
preserved and given over to him by the clergy- 
man after his grandfather's death. Strange. 
as it: may appear, he had really forgotten it. 
He dekennined to look for it^ and open it ad 
now be. was entitled to look at it. Like many 
similar things as long as the time had no^ 
come for opening it, he wished for nothing 
so much, fancying it would tell him more of 
hiSi birth and parentage,, but now that he might 
examine it without disobeying his grandfather's 
wishes, he had actually neglected to do so. 

He determined to have a search for it and 
sea at once what I it contained. He knew hi$ 
had put it/ awayi amongst a number of odds 
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and eiida o| boc^s uid papers, old college 
tibjlogfif.he had Deyer looked into sinoe heoame 
1lQ Sinol^iiv 

The bcmse he occupied having been intended 
fisKT a reotor with a large family, he only furr 
nifthed a small comer of it for himself, and 
had often used the empty rooms fo^ poor sick 
people, and indeed no distressed wayfarer was 
ever refused a night's lodging in the kitchen, 
which was apart from the rest of the house, 
and so much too large for him, he had fitted 
up a small one for his housekeeper* 

When he first arrived he had put his college 
liunber into a soi^ll rooiaoi near his own, aiid 
thc^ he had iQpked up his grwdfather's 
packet, whioh had seeded to the old m^n so 
valuable^ Thi$ id^a.of ei^maiiiriog it had 
occurred to him several tipoies lately, and sqme 
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how after seeing much of Bose, and her sweet 
sister^s manner to Ferdinand he always 
longed to know more about himself, and half 
hoped the packet might contain proof that he 
also once had relations, but after all on second 
thoughts where was the use of finding it out, 
as there was no doubt they were all dead, not 
a soul but his old grandfather had ever known 
or cared for him. Yet he resolved next day 
to search for it, this evening he thought " it is 
too late." 

As he thus thought and reasoned he was 
disturbed by a knock at his door, and no 
greater proof of his failing strength could be 
given than that the thought passed through 
his duty bound and active mind, to hope it 
was not a call that required his presence. 

The suspense was momentary and soon 
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relieved, for in bounced Ferdinand, fall of 
life and spirits, throwing away his cigar. 

^^ Well, dear old Boberts, I thought I would 
just look in upon you ; they tell me you hare 
scarcelj^ shown lately, got hipped ? aye I can't 
stand that, never did you know ; come along, 
we will go up to the house together." 

Just then the housekeeper brought in some 
tea, she was going away again on seeing a 
visitor, but he stopped hec — 

^^ Come along, Mrs. Jones, let's have a taste 
of your brew, it is like yourself I daresay, 
pleasant and harmless, and when we have 
finished the tap we will go to the Hall and 
try the champagne. Tour master wants some 
I think." 

^^ Bless your kind heart, sir, that he do. I 
can't make him cheer up as he used to do no 
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how; a little 6f yi^ur «6^p«uiy Will do Mtb let 
world of good." 

They sat some ttaie Abatting over th6 lire. 
Ferdinand wanted to cidngalt Roberts about 
a young lady he wais tetlribly smitten wHkt^ 
but who was not essactly what Ms parentB 
expected him to choose. 

^^ Now, Roberts, look here, she is vety pi^stty 
and very nicely brought up, I call it ; that is 
she can ride across aUy country, she can piay 
billiards, and she ean handle a gun if the birds 
rise nicely." 

^^ Yes, but Ferdanand, your father does not 
require all those atiGompUshiDentB tor yoinr 
wife, and he does not like her family." 

^^ Bosh about fetmily, I'll give her fiujodly 
and money. She is not one of those sCuniierB 
that talk about the staUes and the kee^r's 
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dogB as if thej had been edaoAted as z female 
Tet; but eertainly she does not do wonted 
work or lace, yet Til back her to show more 
children in her class in the village school that 
ean read and write than any other, and there 
isn't an old woman in ihe conntry roond that 
won't tell yon of som^iiing kind she has done 
for them/' said Ferdinand. 

"I confess," said Mr. Boberts, '*yonr 
description of her is very mperior to what I 
had heard before ; bnt how about her 




If 



^^This is the troth, then — she has got a 
brute of a father thslt is nerer sober, and in 
one of his worst attaoks promised to marry 
his cook, who got him sober enough to take 
him to church, and nailed him ; but, then, all 
that's an accident ; and her mother was of a 
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very good Westmoreland fEimily, and as thej 
live up in Yorkshire it can't matter. I could 
so easily run away with her. Now you will 
help me, old fellow, won't you, persuade my 
father? it would steady me you know, and all 
that sort of thing," said Ferdinand. 

'^ I really feel inclined to try, but I must 
see and hear some more about it all first,'* 
answered his friend. 

^^ That's a good chap ; and now, as I kept 
my trap here, let Mrs. Jones pack your bag, 
and we are oflF." 

^^ Impossible ! I sent an excuse, and it looks 
so odd to change," said Roberts. 

" Never you mind that ; they will be very 
glad to see you, and, as you know, all the 
company comes to-morrow. You might catch 
my father alone to-night, so try and do a stroke 



THE SPANISH MOTHER. 7S 

^f business for me. Bemember I must have 
the girl, and I should not like to do anything 
4;o annoy the dear old pater/' 

After a little more persuasion Mr* Roberts 
got into Ferdinand's carriage, and they both 
^ent up to Sinclair, where they were to meet 
Lord and Lady Herbert, who, though they 
seldom went to any grand parties now, had 
promised to go that evening. 

Ferdinand fancied his friend was looking 
ill, and was shocked when they got into the 
lighted dining-room to see how thin he had 
grown, and how often he changed colour; 
but when he asked the others if they per- 
ceived it they treated it very lightly, and no 
one but Rose seemed to think it was anything 
but accidental weakness or fatigue. He had 
been received with the most hearty welcome, 

VOL. ill. E 
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and told he might change his mind in that 
way as often as he pleased. 

Bose managed to get him near her at dinner, 
and persuaded him to eat and drink every- 
thing she thought good for him. 

^^ Is it not curious, Mr. Roberts/' she said, 
^^ to think of me five years ago supposed to 
be an incurable invalid, with all sorts of 
dreadful symptoms, and now I never have an 
ailment ? and it is so comfortable, you can't 
imagine, never to be told how ill you are, 
how much care you ought to take, and to see 
people making all sorts of long faces as they 
speak to you." 

For Eose had never discovered that the 
greater part of her illness had consisted in 
being told she was ill— everyone treated her 
as an invalid, and though at first it had been 
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a convenient idea adopted by Lady Herbert 
and Florence to keep her out of the way, it 
had succeeded so well that at last even they 
seemed as if they believed it in real earnest. 
When she came back from her foreign 
tour she was so thoroughly cured that no one 
ever thought of her being an invalid after, 
and so she attributed her cure to the duke's 
care and the happiness of matrimony. 

Mr. Boberts assured her how everyone re- 
joiced at the change ; but he did not tell her 
how everyone had at last seen through the real 
isause of her illness. She would not have 
thanked him if he had. She wisks so thoroughly 
amiable and unselfish she would rather re- 
main in ignorance of the name of anyone who 
had injured her. She had never allowed the 
duke to tell her of Florence's escapade^ and 
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her attempt to steal him fix)m her during hk 
illness. She knew from aU they had discovered 
through Nurse Pringle that she had behaved 
very unkindly, but she preferred hearing 
no more, and as, since their respective mar- 
riages, Florence had been quite a different 
person, she would rather only think of her as 
Lady Vincent. 

She was much concerned at the alteration 
in Mr. Eoberts, and made him promise to 
spare himself a litde more in his duties. He 
could not help feeling he must, and there was 
something about Eose that had always had 
such influence with him that he anyhow 
yielded to her advice. 

It was a feeUng much grander, much purer 
than being in love with her-that idea had 
never even passed through his brain. He 
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looked upon her with a sort of revereace and 
respect, at the same time, admiration that ap- 
peared to make her far above such common- 
place work as falling in love ; besides when he 
first came to Sinclair he knew her affections 
were given, and he himself then intended to 
marry his Oxford love, and gave her up only 
as his devotion to God's service became more 
determined, more self-sacrificing ; but strange 
to say, if any idea of love for anyone at Thorn- 
bury had ever occurred to him it would have 
been for Florence. With that curious pos- 
sibility of dislike and fear becoming the 
&scination of love he had tried to avoid 
Florence. He felt he disliked and mistrusted 
her, felt she did not mean love towards him, 
even when she professed to be friendly, and 
yet there was nothing she wished and set her 
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mind upon his doing that he felt certain he 
coold resist, and so completely did she control 
him ^hen ahe fixed her eyes upon him that 
he almost shuddered, and took refnge in a 
constant avoidance of her, whilst his less pru- 
dent and upright balance of character urged 
him to see more of her, and admire her 
strength of character, make use of her talents 
amongst his people, and so on. 

Fortunately he, however, managed to steer 
clear of the tantalizing Will-o'-the- Wisp, and 
keep straight in the path of life he had chosen, 
without her assistance. 
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CHAPTER V. 



MEETING AGAIN. 



We have lately been taking a little retrospec- 
tive view of our friends, and will now return 
to them in less romantic every-day life. 

Four years had passed rapidly enough, but 
yet had made great changes. A merry party 
was assembled at Sinclair anxious to welcome 
their dear Belinda, who had at last been 
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properly understood by Colonel Seymour. 
They had been married a fortnight ago, and 
were that day expected to join the happy 
circle at Sinclair. 

The Duke and Duchess of Chandos were 
staying there with a lovely boy of three 
years' old, and a chirpy little baby of as 
many months. 

Eose looked as ever, fair, gentle, and 
sweet — proud of her children, and adoring 
her husband. 

Lord and Lady Vincent, too, were there. 
The match had turned out most successfdl — 
the wilfiil Florence had allowed herself to be 
led, and the experience and knowledge of the 
world his extra years had given Lord Vincent, 
enabled him to do it well. The peculiar, un- 
inviting, and almost alarming expression so 
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often seen in former days in her dark, shrewd 
eyes now very rarely clouded them. They 
had one little girl, rather younger than Rose's 
boy, but sharp and clever almost beyond her 
age, speaking as well as Rodolph Chandos — 
so had Rose asked her husband as a favour to 
name their first boy, a sort of souvenir of her 
lost Rody of the nursery. 

"Mamma,'' said little Rodolph, bursting 
away from his nurse, as she sat him down in- 
side the room, " come and see the new tree ; 
I can climb to the top— Emm says I naughty." 

Then followed Lady Vincent's little Di in a 
violent state of excitement, and endeavouring 
to explain. 

*' Cousin Rody very naughty, me quite good, 
me tried, and me can't get up ; but me want a 
flower — come and cut one, mum, pretty mum." 

K 2 
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This inroad followed by respective nurses. 
roused Rose and Florence, who were sitting 
over a good fire in the boudoir, toasting them- 
selves comfortably after a drive to see the 
hounds meet. 

They had left their husbands with every 
prospect of sport, and in the best of hunting 
trim. 

Each one endeavoured to discover what 
their eager child meant and wanted. They 
ascertained it was some marvel in the hall, 
followed as directed, and found Emma Gordon 
very busy superintending decorations for the 
arrival of Mr. Seymour. The old staircase 
really looked lovely ; it was hung with wreaths 
of flowers, and mottoes of welcome and good 
wishes, well interspersed, the one tree that 
had so attracted Sody was a pole hung with 
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ribbaods, which quite fiUed the space in a 
spiral staircase leading to the rooms prepared 
for the bride. 

Mrs. Gordon's children were of coarse goodlj 
ones— the boy very ma»cal, with a sweet 
voice. He was to be dressed as an ancient 
troubadour, and salute the bride with a bal- 
lad ; whilst the two little girls, dressed as 
Plenty and Good Fortune, strewed her path 
with flowers. 

Two of the village school children were 
dressed as poor old wom^i asking alms, Mrs. 
Grordon's youngest boy, as a page of the olden 
times, was to walk in front of the bride and 
distribute apparent gold and silver coins on 

> 

all sides, whilst the old people showered the 
blessings of the poor on one who had fairly 
deserved such a representation of her virtues. 
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The next day was to be the grand arrival, 
and also of a large party of friends. The 
house was to be filled in every possible 
available comer. 

It was very long since there had been really 
what you call a party at Sinclair. Lord 
Evandale found it now very tiring, and felt 
it no longer a duty he was bound to fulfil. 
Lady Evandale had fairly given herself up to 
the care of her health, not that there was 
any ailment to care for, but one's experience 
in life tells one that no illness requires the 
amount of care, talk, and consideration, that 
one of having nothing whatever the matter 
does. Its symptoms generally are a good deal 
of resting on the sofa, a good deal of sighing 
and dying, constantly expressing a wish to be 
as strong and as able to do everything as some 
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more happy individual, who very often, with 
a splitting headache, or a pain in the back, 
almost acute, is teaching a child, chaperoning 
a daughter, or pretending to feel very well in 
order not to annoy a husband, who wants a 
companion in some walk or ride. 

Dr. Watson had kindly agreed to continue 
his advice, u nless it came to requiring close 
attendance, or any disturbance of his night's 
rest. Taking his fees comfortably in unlimited 
game and sundry haunches of venison, as well 
as forced peaches and grapes. 

Mrs. Watson's tea parties had gradually 
grown into dinner parties. 

Once or twice on these occasions the retired 
Indian major had found the venison so ex- 
tremely good, and the old port wine that ac- 
companied it so congenial, that Mrs. Watson 
fancied he must propose to her friend. 
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^^No; how can you ask such questions, 
dear Selina ?" she one day answered to her 
friend's anxious enquiries ; " of course he did 
not propose. When you thought he looked so 
tender he was only explaining to me how the 
warm Indian climate not only brings the fruit 
to perfection more perfectly and more natur- 
ally th^n by any artificial means such as we 
use, but also so improves the intellect of man 
that he appreciates and discovers beauty in 
his fellow creatures, and in nature with double 
force.'* 

" My dear, do you mean to say he spoke as 
markedly as that? Well, I should have 
thought that a decided proposal. I am sure 
the dear doctor never said anything so de- 
cided before we were engaged/' 

" Your love of matrimony carries you away, 
dear Selina. You know that mine is so pecu- 
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liarly formed a mind that it has never yet 
found a ccxrresponding one in man, and pro- 
bably never will." 

But to return to Sinclain Lord and Lady 
Evandale were most anxious to have once 
more a merry femUy party at home, and had 
agreed that Mrs. Gordon should arrange every- 
thing, Lady Evandale being only required to 
appear at the driving hour. 

The bride arrived, the reception went off 
very well ; every one was delighted with the 
arrangements and decorations. 

^^Is it not too provoking," said Emma 
Gordon, joining them all at five o'clock tea. 
^^ I had arranged some charming tableaux for 
to-ruight, but have just got a note from Mr. 
Roberts, my principal man, my leading violin, 
as we now put the phrase, to say he will 
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not be able to come up at all. He has several 
sick calls. One person especially requires 
so much attendance, and is so very trouble- 
some if he is long away ; he must give up 
pleasure for duty. 

'' What a bore ! What's to be done ?" said 
Rose. " Oh ! there is Ferdinand. Won't he 
dor 

" What Ferdy, with a long moustache, 
whiskers, and all sorts of things, do for St. 
John in the group of St. Cecilia, or the old monk 
in Titian's picture of St. Jerome ?" said Emma. 

" Well, never mind, Emmy darling, come 
and have some tea and tell us how far we 
can each of us bully our husbands without 
getting a cross word," said Belinda. *'We 
have made some heavy bets." 

" Oh, you want each to back your own 
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horse, I suppose ; not donkey races — ^the win- 
ner to come in last, aye ? Well, you know, 
we must handicap you according to age. Oh, 
goodness ! what horrible stu£F ; stop, I don't 
mean what I am saying, I mean what I am 
drinking. Who made the tea? It's like 
some of the dear creatures themselves — weak, 
sweet, and nothing in it, and leaves a disa- 
greeable impression of it afterwards." 

" Have a fresh cup — ^here is a better one," 
said Srose. 

" No, thanks love, like the men again ; it 
does very well for a change. But now about 
the bets; I'll back my George against the 
field, and give you ten minutes, as I've had 
the longest practice." 

^^ I'll back George to do exactly as I ask 
him, and agree with me for a quarter of an 
hour together," said Emma« 
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"I will promise Vincent will take Mr. 
Robe^ts'3 place in tie tableaux/' said Flo- 
rence, " and you know he has not stood up 
for anything of the kind for ten years." 

*' I," said Belinda, ** claim as the bride, to 
be the judge, and decide who wins." 

" I shan't tell you what I will do," said 
Bose, '* but I will prove Chandos is the great- 
est exception to the usual fault of men, who 
have an idea that wives cease to be women, or 
at least cease to have a woman's weakness of 
requiring attention and deference from man, 
even from the one they have preferred to all 
others." 

So this merry party went on joking and 
laughing. Presently they adjourned to the 
bUliard-room ; there they made up a pool 
with four of the men staying in the house, 
and had a noisy game Inrought very suddenly 
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to a close by the ringiag of the dremng 
bell. 

^ Mr. 8pencer, you and I divide the pod/^ 
said Florence, ^^and take my advice, when 
next you kiss the housemaid do not choose a 
smutty spot on her face/' upon which they all 
laughed and disappeared. 

The history of the joke was that Mr. Spen* 
cer was a very handsome man, and very par- 
ticular about his looks and get up ; these mis- 
chievous ladies had managed, without his 
seeing it, to put some black stuff on his face, 
as he arranged the fire-guard or something, 
and they now made him miserable by letting 
him think he had long been going about thus 
disfigured. 

Mr. Spencer was an old friend of the family, 
and the pink of bachelors, the model of pro- 
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priety ; at all events, if he had any little 
peccadilloes, he was old-&shioned enough not 
to parade them or boast of them ; and his idea 
of what ladies ought to be, made them some- 
times ask him if he would not like a few 
glass shades made for the ladies to appear 
under in the drawing-room ; but he was yeiy 
goodnatnred, and so fond of everyone at 
Sinclair, they could not do wrong, and they 
sometimes took advantage of their character. 
The evening was much the same as other 
quiet family evenings ; the gentlemen were 
rather quiet after their hunting, and very 
anxious to assert very often from the depths 
of their arm chairs that they were not asleep, 
which always forebodes a very suspicious 
state of inactivity. The ladies were all in the 
highest spirits, and ready for ftm. They had 
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not forgotten the way in which they had 
backed their husbands. 

They sung and played the piano. Florence 
was in excellent voice, and had improved 
very much lately ; that evening she chose all 
her husband's favorite songs, and he seemed 
to enjoy it. At last she said — 

^^ Vincent, is it not too disappointing for 
poor Eose; she had prepared a charming 
evening for us to-morrow, with tableaux, and 
it's all upset becausj^ Mr. Roberts can't come. 
She has not a gentleman who can fill his 
parts, unless indeed somebody I know would 
make a fresh cUbiU ; but of course you can't 
after being in retirement for so long; you 
would feel awkward now in such matters. Am 
I not right? That's what I tell Rose." 

^^ Really, my dear Florence, I think you 
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shelve me rather unfairly ; it is true J have 
done very little in such mottets lately, but I 
don't see, if the characters suit me, why I 
should be so very awkward." 

^"^Oh, that's charming, Vkicent; so good 
natured of you," said Rose, ^* you can't think 
how you oblige me." 

^^ I did not know I had agreed, Bose ; I 
only thought about it," said Lord Vin- 
cent. 

** Well, of course, dear, if when you practice 
you find you are very stupid and awkward 
over it, why I am sure Rose will let you off, 
won't you ?" 

^^ Certainly, if he asks me on those terms, 
but I am not afraid." 

Florence had wan her bet in a canter. 

** Ah 1" she whispered to the others, "you 
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see I knew the weak point, and where to put 
on the spur 1" 

^* Dear me, I can't get this portfolio out/' 
said Eose, ^^ and none of us women can, what 
shall we do, for I believe the men are all 
asleep." 

**Eose dear, do you suppose I am ever 
asleep when my wife gives out signals of 
distress. What is it ?" 

'* There, it's all right now." 

The Duke returned to his seat after giving 
Rose a gentle kiss. 

They were all quiet enough for a little 
while, then Eose said— 

^^ I cannot find a comfortable chair in the 
room, to-night." 

^^ Then take this one, Eose, it is a first rate 
fellow, keeps you all snug from draughts, and 
nice and easy together." 
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She got up, and with a smile took his 
chair. 

"Now,*' she said, "here is a horridly en- 
tangled skein of wool, from which the color 
comes off on your hands, will you hold it for 
me?" 

" With all possible pleasure, if you won't 
>mind my yawning a bit ; I am so tired," said 
Chandos. 

"I shan't mind the yawning," and they 
started at the skein, but Bose soon broke off 
the thread, not wishing to torment. She went 
and sat at the piano, and played a triumphant 
march. She had shown that her husband 
retained the gallantry of the lover and that 
was all that she wanted. 

Mrs. Gordon's turn was to come. 

** George," said Emma, presently, as Rose 
finished her march, ^^ don't you agree with 
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me that a horse's tail^ to look well in hamesB 
ought to be cat short and square?'' 

" No, love ; I really don't" 

^^ What can you be thinking of ^ George ; 
perhaps you will say my terrier puppies ought 
not to have their ears and tails cut?" aaid 
Emma* 

^^ One question at a time, dear little pet ; I 
was thinking when you put that question 
to me how splendidly my old grey mare 
carried me to-day, and wondering how 
long she would last ; next, I have no doubt 
if we asked the puppies, they would cry 
Where's your authority for depriving us of 
half what nature has given us, and if we asked 
the mothers of the puppies, I have no doubt 
they could go on their little bended knees, 
and bowwow us to desist ; so perhaps we had 
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9l8 THE SPANISH MOTHER* 

better consider the matter in a mother's 
light." 

"Oh, George! you ai» absnrdk Tell me 
don't you think that womea as a rule ride 
better than men ?*' 

" My dear, that is a very awkward question, 
and T feel unequal to giving a satisfactory 
answer to-night; is there anytiung else you 
would like to ask me, beeause I am really 
quite wide awake, that question of the puppies 
roused me thoroughly." 

" Yes, I want to know if you agree with 
me about those flower beds they are making, 
ought they not to be made irregular, and an 
uneven number ?" 

" I do, and I don't ; I have always taken 
Eory O'More's view of numbers, and think 
odd ones the luckiest, but I cannot counten- 
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ance anything irregular, it breaks the 
symmetry of the coup ^osXL^^ quietly 
answered George. 

^^I am afraid yomr ten minutes is up^ 
Emma, and you have fairly lost the race,** 
said Mrs. Seypic^ur, in a low voice, and Bose 
struck up the ^^ Dead March in Saul." The 
gentlemen never found out the little plot, 
nor I daresay a good many more made and 
^carried out by these cheery women. 



F 2 
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CHAPTER VL 



THE ALMSHOUSES. 



^^ I TELL you what, Julie, it is no use trying 
to deny me, money I want and money I will 
have, and you can go to your grand mistress 
and get it for me T' 

^^ Indeed, I can't; oh, Victor I do not 
torment me. Ton know how miserable I 
must be, ill and reduced to this state of help- 



^^rsm^Kma^^^ 
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lessness, passing hour afteV hour thinking, 
and always liannted with the sight of that 
child BiBking a^ay with the stream when I 
could have helped him I " 

" I don't know what you mean/' answered 
the man, *' I have no boy to give you back, 
but this I do know, I want money, and unless 
I get it I'll tell every one the history of your 
fine mistress. Lady Herbert, her sham mar- 
riage, and who was her husband." 

" Hush ! hush I for heaven's sake, Victor. 
Here is all the money I have now. Come to- 
morrow eyening, and you shall have more." 

" A great deal more, mind, Julie. I want 
to go home and live like a grandee." 

This conversation took place in a language 
half Spanish, half Rommaney, or Germania, 
as the Gipsy robber language is called in 
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Spain, between a man who stood at the gate 
leading from the road up to the Sinclair alms^ 
homies, and one of the pensioners, not a rety 
old woman, bat paralysed and prematurely 
aged, formerly known to ns as Julie, <be 
foreign maid, Mrs. Fringle's pet aversion. 

Jnlie had been for the last two years in one 
of these comfortable little cottages, with a girl 
provided by Lady Herbert to wait upon 
her. Her health had for some time been 
giving away, and Lady Herbert had tried to 
keep her at home, more as an old friend than 
servant, latterly expecting her to do little or 
no work, but somehow she was so disliked by 
her fellow servants, and had grown so irritable 
it caused no end of trouble ; besides, she was 
always excusing herself by hinting myster- 
iously at all she had seen and gone through 



THE BPANI8H MOTHER. 103 

when jcmng, and Lady Herbert lived in dread 
of Iter making confidants of the others, so 
when at last came a paralytic stroke, she got 
the promise of an (almshoose from Lord Eyan- 
dale, and established her there. 

The man who had thus claimed acquain- 
tance with her was her former lover Victor, 
who had arrived in the village with some 
gipsy tramps, and accidentally seeing her as 
he passed, stopped to ask questions of the 
neighbourhood, when after a few moments he 
recognised her. Seeing the advantage of 
intimidation, he asked for money. 

Having got rid of him for the moment, 
Julie felt relieved, and trusted to some chance 
to satisfy him next day. Meantime she wrote 
a&well as she could a word to Lady .Herbert, 
bc)g^9Qg her to come down instantly to see 
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her^ and despatched it by the girl who took 
care of hen 

When the ^1 arrived at Thombury they 
told her Lady Herbert was resting, and could 
not be disturbed ; however, she pressed her 
message as most important, for she knew she 
dared not return to Mamselle with such an 
answer. 

At last the note was carried up to Lady 
Herbert in her boudoir, and great was the 
astonishment of the maid when her ladyship 
desired the little pony basket carriage should 
be brought round at once. She appeared in a 
terribly a^tated state, and could scarcely 
wait till she had dressed, and the pony could 
be got ready to start. 

Lady Herbert sat some time vdth Julie, and 
talked to her earnestly and confidentially. 
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The waiting girl did her best to overhear 
what it was all about, but finding the 
language, even when she caught a few 
words, was unknown to her, she became 
provoked at ^^Mamsell's horrid gibberish. 
Just the way she talks to me, when she can't 
find anything bad enough to call me in Eng- 
lish." 

And she went out of the gate to flirt with 
the stable boy, who held the pony. 

Lady Herbert was very anxious to go round 
by the keeper's lodge and order off the gipsy 
tramps who had settled for the night in one 
of the Thombury lanes, but Julie entreated 
her not, telling her not to risk a gipsy's re- 
venge. 

She promised to desist till next day, but 
that the money she gave her for Victor was 

F 5 
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to be given only on ocmdition that aQ in- 
stantly qnitted the neighbonrhood. 

Lady Herbert, haviiig qnieted and satisfied 
JoliC) hmried hcMne, not wishing any one to 
notice her having been out. She drove 
qsiddy, and as she tonied a comer of the 
road^ came suddenly on a tipsy man. He 
veiy nearly fell under her pony, as he tamed 
and swore at her in Spanish dialect. She 
recognised Victor. No doubt both pony and 
stable boy were astonished at the sudden cut 
of her whip she gave, and the rapid pace at 
which they came home. 

The whole evening she appeared nervous 
and uncomfortable, and Ferdinand could not 
at all make out what had scared his mother^ 
for scared she certainly had been, he said. 
There was no getting any answer out of her^ 
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«nd she looked at the doors and windows as 
if every moment she expected some one to 
come in by them. 

Lord Herbert knew she had been to see 
Julie, and was accastomed to her often seeming 
upset after those visits, though perhaps not so 
much so; therefore he did not think much 
of her manner. 

She gave some excuse for retiring early to 
bed, which she was generally reluctant to do 
during Ferdinand's visits. 

^^ Father, what is the matter with the madre 
to-night? She looks just as she did when 
those gipsies followed us I told you of. They 
are not hanging about and frightening her 
again, 1 hope," said Ferdy, when he returned 
to the drawing-room, after giving her a candle 
and seeing her safe. 
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^^ Ferdinand, do not ask any questions, it 
always annoys your mother to be questioned ; 
besides you know she has such an aversion 
for gipsies, and, perhaps, has more reasons 
than you know for it — best not refer to it ; 
they are a troublesome lot in Spain, you 
know," 

They talked on for some little time on in- 
different subjects, and Ferdinand forgot all 
about the gipsies and his mother's manner. 

Just as they also were thinking of going to 
bed they heard a confusion, and voices, as if 
something was wrong ; Ferdinand went down 
to the offices to see the cause, and returned to 
his father, saying — 

^^ Some wretched tramp has tumbled into 
that old, dried-up horse pond, and got 
suffocated in the mud. One of the farm men 
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found him, and has brought him up here — 
they want to know what is to be done with 
him/' 

Lord Herbert joined the crowd to see what 
would be best, and found iixe man was evi- 
dently very drunk, and having fallen in head 
first, was almost dead. 

He thought it seemed inhuman to send him 
to the workhouse or police that night, and 
ordered that he should have his head and face 
well washed, warm things applied to his feet 
and legs, and he should be laid on mats in 
the hall before the fire, with some one to 
watch him, and orders that in the morning 
they should let him know how he was, and if 
he appeared ill in the course of the night to 
send for the doctor. 

He forbid any of them to mention the cir- 
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camstances to Lady Herbert, especially as he 
saw from the man's dress he was something 
of a gipsy, and as there had been a party in 
the lane near, no doubt he was trying to rgoin 
his friends when the accident happened. 

The man remained so stupefied and bad 
that the servants got frightened about it, and 
one of the men went for the parish doctor . 
He arrived, said the man was only drunk^ 
forced some medicine down his throat, saying 
he had already got more than he deserved, 
and best send him to the station. 

However, in the morning to their great 
horror the poor fellow was found to be dead, 
so there was no moving for him. Lord Her- 
bert sent down the lane to the gipsies, but 
they had moved, and were gone quite away. 
Lord Herbert was much shocked when the 
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parish officers came • to move the body to the 
nearest public house for the necessary inquest 
or inquiry, to recognise the man who had at- 
tended him when a prisoner with the 
brigands, whose £Etce was stamped in his 
memory he could never forget it, though he 
could not imagine how the man ever got 
there, and what he could want. He imme- 
diately thought of Lady Herbert's agitation 
and her nervous behaviour that evening, and 
did not doubt the man intended to beg of 
them and extort money. 

He could not help feeling relieved— he was 
now safe, and also glad that he had had the 
opportunity of sheltering him. 

" Ferdinand,'' said Lord Herbert, at 
breakfast — a meal Lady Herbert never 
joined — " whatever you do don't mention this 
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poor man's accident and death before your 
mother ; she never reads the local papers, so 
I hope she will not know of it. Some day 
you shall know more about it, for the 
present you must be content please, to act 
blindfolded." 

** All right, father, only it is awful funny.' ' 

At the inquest the only person who could 
be found that the man had spoken to or known 
in the neighbourhood was Mamselle, at the 
Sinclair almshouses. The jury wished to see 
and question her. The doctor declared her 
unfit to be moved, and scarcely fit to give 
evidence. 

However, it ended by two of the jury 
going to see her, to hear what she had to 
say. 

Lord Herbert found that with all this 
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notoriely it would be impossible that Lady 
Herbert should not hear of the story, so at 
once sought her to tell her the whole affair 
himself, and ascertain if she had known of 
Victor being in the vniage. 

To his astonishment — though at that hour 
she was seldom dressed — he found she was 
out in her pony carriage, and had been gone 
they knew not where an hour before. 

Lady Herbert had, in fact, hurried on to 
see Julie, and supply her with funds for Vic- 
tor. When she arrived she found Julie in 
almost as nervous a state as she had been 
herself, and constantly looking out at the gate 
for her expected visitor. At last Lady Her- 
bert placed the money in a box where Julie 
could reach it, and drove home, going round 
a little way in hopes, by the fresh morning 
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air, to shake off the remembrances the sight 
of Victor had renewed. She found herself 
close to Sinclair, and, to the astonishment of 
the family party there, joined them at 
luncheon. 

She had scarcely left Julie when the girl 
who attended her rushed in, eager and excited, 
saying— 

" Oh, lawks, Mamsel ! here's a go — if there 
aint two coroners a coming to sit upon you 
about that nasty-looking furiner as stood 
talking to you last night/' 

'' What do you mean, Jane — coroners and 
about Victor ?" 

'* Oh, dear, oh, deary me, I know I shall be 
hanged some day ; what wouldn't I give for 
Master Rody to be alive." 

Bhe rocked to and fro, she lamented, she 
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cried; but she had no time to think more 
about it. 

Two of the jury Dsen entered and sat down 
opposite to her. 

" Well, my good woman/* said one, '* we 
want you to come and give evidence about a 
poor man who is dead.'* 

'' Me, sir I what can I do ? I have nothing 
to give," she answered, calling to the girl for 
her doctor's mixture, or she should faint ; ^^ and 
I can't move either." 

"No; but tell us who was that foreigner 
who came to see you — where does he come 

from r 

"Why, you don't mean that he is dead ; 
poor Victor ; oh dear mods quel horreur doncy 
how was it ?" 

" You knew him, then ?" 
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" Yes, indeed, he was once — that is, I knew 
him long ago in Spain ; he was a servant like 
me; but tell me," she eagerly asked again, 
** where was it — ^how was it ? Tell me quick, 
or I don't know what I shall do/' 

For a moment Julie felt afraid he might 
have seen Lady Herbert, might have tried to 
force his way to her, and got hurt. They 
explained to her all they knew, and being 
satisfied she could tell them no more, and was 
quite unfit to be moved to the place where 
the inquest was held, they left her. 

During luncheon at Sinclair, Mr. Roberts 
came in and asked Lord Evandale if he had 
been down to the town that morning, saying 
what an extraordinary accident this seemed to 
be of this poor vagrant, recounting how he 
had been found half suffocated in the old 



THE SPANISH MOTHER. 117 

pond and liad died without ever being sen- 
sible for a moment. 

^^ They can find nothing out, for his com- 
panions, the gipsies, who had been settled in 
one of the lanes beyond Thornbury were 
gone, and no one knew in what direc- 
tion." 

At this news Lady Herbert had turned and 
listened to the conversation, which she had 
not done before. 

^^What a melancholy end, was it not? 
carried off in his drunken fit," some one 
said. 

" Yes," said Mr. Roberts. '' Indeed, he 
had money in his pockets, and a large knife^ 
with the name engraved on it of Victor." 

At this name Lady Herbert gave a start 
and turned white. She complained of the 
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heat of the room a^d broke: up the party; and 
conversation by half fitioti^e^ The< atteek 
wa3. so sudden it sQiaetQiphat: astftmished them 
all. She soon recovered^, audi, asking for her 
carriage, said she would gQ» home and rest. 
Though she was in some degree right again, 
she appeared so agitated that they could not 
help wondering first what had brought her 
to luncheon, a most unusual thing for her, 
and next, what could have been said that so 
upset her. 

She drove round by this almshouses, in- 
tending to question Julie, and expecting to hear 
all about Victor and his. aiocideat. and death. 
. However, when she airived tfcere, she was 
told they had just gone f(^ the doctor. Mam- 
selle had been very ill sii^ce the coroner's two 
gentlemen bad left, and npw she had become 
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quite light-headed, and they could do nothing 
with her» 

Lady Herb ert went in, fancying sbe would 
immediately calm lier and heac the troth, as 
well as particulars of all this affair ; but she 
found Julie quite wild and incomprehensible. 
She sat down, talked to her, scolded her, 
pitied her, tried to terrify her, tried to soothe 
and encourage her ; all was equally useless. 

Julie rolled about and raved; she talked 
English, French, and Spanish equally inco- 
herently, equally mysterioualy. She laniented 
over her lost, lover, her Victor, her beau 
garfor^ and she added all sorts of allusions to 
a Gapitano, a fight, and then a drowned 
child. 

Happily the only part that could be at all 
understood to any but Lady Herbert was the 
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English ; the rest helped to confuse her 
hearers, and persuade them she was doubly 
delirious. 

The neigh hours had crowded to see and 
hear the poor creature's ravings ; but seeing 
Lady Herbert by her bedside, had remained 
at a respectful distance, and so missed a good 
deal of matter for a comfortable chat and 
gossip over their afternoon cup of tea. 

When the doctor arrived he administered 
strong soporifics, and seeing the excited state 
Lady Herbert was in, knowing Julie to be an 
old servant, he attributed it all to her affec- 
tion for her, and entreated her to go home and 
rest. 

She promised to do so on condition she was 
informed the moment Julie became sensible 
again. It was so agreed, and Lady Herbert 
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^rove home to Thomburj) went np to her 
own room^ and desired no one would disturb 
her till dinner time, unless it were an urgent 
message from the almshouses. 



VOL. III. 
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CHAPTER VII. 



THE COHFE88ION. 



LoBD Hehbebt found his wife had been a 
great part of the day at the almshouses ; he 
also heard of her visit to Sinclair, and her 
being taken ill at luncheon. The large 
family party there had broken up, but there 
were enough left for some curious minds to 
remain. The whole seizure had been so sud- 
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den, so aneommon, that they felt it was some- 
thing that had been said, and the only peisoQ 
who could even make a guess ^as Emma 
Gordon, who suddenly remembered Lady 
Herbert's known aversion to gipsies, and tiie 
fuss there alw ay s was about them at the race. 

^^ Is it not funny !" said Emma ; ^^ I have 
often heard and known a young horse will 
retain its dread of and continue tasby at any- 
thing that has frightened it in its young, un- 
broken days ; but why a reasonable OhristiEan 
should be so nlly is to me incomprehen- 
sible/' 

They, however^ determined to make as 
much of it as poscSble by way of amusement, 
so they ordered the phaeton to drive over aad 
enquire after her. 

To their astonishment Lady Herbert was 

o2 
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not at home. They saw Lord Herbert walk- 
ing in the park, told him their errand, and 
added considerably to their cariosity by find- 
ing he had heard nothing of the illness, and 
that Lady Herbert was detained at the alms- 
houses. 

As they drove home they stopped at Mrs. 
Watson's, to her great delight, and asked for 
tea — the they consisted of Emma Gordon 
find Belinda Seymour, Rose and Florence had 
gone home. 

^' This is a sad story, Mrs. Watson, is it 
not ?" said Emma. 

"What, my dear, about Marianne Gros- 
venor ? — oh ! I assure you there is not a word 
of truth—" 

"No, no, dear Mrs. Watson, I did not 
say — 
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" I know you did not, but really, though, I 
believe she has been very imprudent : it is 
not tiue she went to meet him at the station," 
said Mrs. Watson, eagerly defending some 
friend whom the village of Sinclair had evi- 
dently belied, but who was not of sufficiently 
distmgui a set to have her peccadilloes pub- 
lished at the Castle. 

Emma made another attempt to be heard, 
though, indeed, Mrs. Watson's power of 
speech seemed to increase in strength as its 
instrument added years to its age. 

At last she managed to stop the torrent to 
explain she meant the man that had been 
found nearly dead in the park at Thombury, 
and had died in the house. 

^^ It is curious, is it not, the only person 
who seemed to have known or spoken to the 
man in the neighbourhood was— " 
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^^ Julie, at the almflhouaea,*' said Emmaw 

*' Beally, Mrs. Gordon, you don't gay so — - 
how odd ; and I hear from my cook, whose 
snter's husband looks after the almshouse- 
gGurden, that the woman has been in an un* 
manageable state of delirium ever since, and 
is only quiet when Lady Herbert is by her. 
You know, I always did think there was some 
understanding between those two, and I have 
often said to the doctor, ^ Mark my word, we 
have never yet had any proof of the death of 
that sweet boy fiodolph, twin to the Duchess 
of Ghandos/' 

'* My dear Mrs. Watson, why you are as 
good as a sensation novel — how can you talk 
so ?" said Emma. 

^^ Don't mention it, Mrs. Gordon, for the 
world ; the doctor's so put about when I say 
anything, but I don't know why a lady in such 
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a< pasitum an Lady Herbert should be on saeh 
terms. With a ccxmmoii waiting maid, amd li 
don't like to see it ; however^ VU give ni7( 
Peggy:a hint| and if dtere is sxxy^kang to be 
known and heard, she will soon know it all. 
Ton win have a litde more tea won^t joa 7' 

But the two ladies pleaded the late hour^ 
the danger of garrotting, &c.^ and after a few 
parting words and hints at some mystery, 
they drove home. 

Sometimes Jnlie was quieter for a few hours, 
and Lady Herbert having procured a confiden- 
tial and elderly person to nurse her, did not> 
attempt any more to sit with her and^ reason 
her out of her wild fancies and fears, as sho 
at first thought she could do. 

At last she became calm and reasonable, 
though still constantly talking of a lost child 
in a way no one oould miderstand; 
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Mr. Roberts bad several times attempted to 
approach her and talk or read to her, or to 
pray by her side, but whenever he came near 
she had always become so much more excited 
and more apparently wandering in her mind 
that at last he ceased to go, and waited till 
she became amenable to reason. 

After a week passed in this way, she 
spoke calmly, and one day asked to see Mr* 
Roberts, saying she thought it very unkind he 
had never visited her. In vain they assured 
her efforts on his part had not been wanting 
but that she had reftised to hear him. 

Mr. Eoberts had many times planned to 
himself having a quiet afternoon, and reading 
his grandfather's papers and examining the 
treasures. 

Each time however some one had come to 
interruDt him, manv were calls of dutv« a few 



THE 8FAN18H MOTHER. 129 

those of pleasure, all equally delayed the 
opening of this important package. 

At length one day he thought he had it all 
to himself, and after tea established himself 
comfortably in his own room with all his trea« 
sores about him. 

Before he had time to begin, or do more 
than untie the package, the door bell rung. 
It was a pouring wet evening, with a cold 
wind ; he heard the following conversation in 
his hall — 

*'What do you want?" said his bustling 
housekeeper, to a girl dripping with wet on 
the threshold. 

^^ Please, Mamselle wants the minister 
directly, mum; she says she has summit on 
her mind and can't die easy for it ! " 

^^ Then tell Mamselle she can't have him ; 

G 5 
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he ain't fit to go out on a day like this, and 
she ought to be ashamed of herself to ask him^ 
and if her mind won't let her die, why it will 
do just as well to-morrow/' 

" Indeed, mum ; I don't dare go back with 
that answer, for Mamselle is that violent whea 
I don't carry back what she sends for, that I 
wouldn't answer for the consequences." 

" So you were sent here to take my blessed 
master back, were you? Why didn't you 
bring a carriage then ? All I can say is if he 
goes out in this audacious weather it won't 
be through me ; so go and tell your Mamselle 
he's a coming when it clears up a bit." 

The girl shrugged her shoulders, and with 
the door shut in her face, had nothing to do 
but turn homewards, and make as good a 
message of it as she could, so as to pacify 
Mamselle till he did come. 
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Bnt they had not loBg tt> wmt for him, Mr; 
Roberts had beard air the oonrenNttioB^ andt 
nerer hesitated a moment between his diitf 
and the weather. 

He made no remark at the time to his well 
meaning housekeeper^ bnt great was her horror 
when she saw him soon after appear with his 
macintosh and all sorts of rain paraphernalia, 
and tell her he was going out* 

'^ Oh, lawks ! dear master, pray don't now, 
you ain't really fit for it i " 

^^ Mrs. Jones, was our Lord fit to carry his 
own cross when he did so to save sinners," 
he quietly answered, as she stood between him 
and the door ; she slunk back corrected and 
edified, though perhaps^ you would scarcely 
hare tiiought the latter, when after he had 
passed out into the stormy evening, she re^ 
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tamed fo her kitchen, banged the door, poked 
the fire with a vigour only equalled by the 
energetic way in which she washed up the tea 
things, and said, talking aloud to herself — 

** Whatever is the matter with me this 
evening ; I feel that angry with myself and 
everybody else, I don't know whatever to do. 
I think 1*11 have a good cry." 

Mr. Roberts had, indeed, to struggle with 
the elements. It was a fearM night, but he 
arrived at the almshouses glad to think the 
poor woman had become more reasonable, 
and would now, perhaps, listen to his exhor- 
tations and prayers. He was very wet, and 
began by taking o£F his macintosh, wrappers, 
wet boots, and so on. This he did by the 
fire in the next room to the invalid, where he 

found the girl, who was trying to take cour- 
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age to go in and give the message she had 
received. Her pleasure at seeing Mr. Boberts 
was therefore genuine, and she assisted with 
a good will in the sort of peeling and mop- 
ping operation the storm necessitated. 

^^ Lawks, sir, I am glad to see you, for 
Mamselle is got that violent, I was afeard to 
go in without you. She will settle down I 
hope, when she's see'd you, and Til get a 
cup of tea and warm you after." 

They could hear the poor creature moan- 
ing and tossing about, and just as he opened 
the door she said, 

" Oh ! why don't he come ? Mem Dim I 
Man Dieu I je vats mourir^ and no one will 
save me." 

Mr. Roberts was, however, disappointed to 
find that at present she was in anything but 
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a mood for prayer or exhortations; she 
blessed ■ him for coming, said now she would 
explain it all to him, and he would drive the 
devil away. 

She insisted on everyone leaving her room, 
excepting Mr. Roberts, who was to come 
quite near. She told him it was no use talk- 
ing to her of prayer or anything good, till he 
had heard all that was on her mind, and that 
when he had done so, he would be afraid to 
be alone with her ; so he should soon be re- 
leased. 

All this was expressed in the wildest and 
most rambling manner, so that Mr. Roberts 
almost felt already that he was listening to a 
maniac, and prayed to heaven he might have 
strength and wisdom to act rightly with her. 
Se encouraged her to unburden het mind 
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completely and tnitbfullj, and trust in God's 
mercy). 

" My early life/' she said, " does not be- 
long'to the present matter. I lived abroad ; 
was maid to my dear mistress in Spain before 
she married, and stuck to her faithftdly. We 
had many troubles and many difficulties, but 
no miatter to hear more of them, they con- 
cern her more than me. There I knew that 
man Victor, and he was my lover. I would 
not stay and marry him, because I would 
not leave my mistress. He came to see me, 
and frightened me with threats; so he got 
my money, and would have had more, had 
not God merciftilly taken him away. When 
I came to England, and saw all the riches and 
beauty that were to go not to my mistress's 
son, but to the son of another wife, I think 
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the devil took hold of me, for I got to hate 
that boy, and T thought and thought of how 
my Ferdy would have to be less than his 
brother, and would always be second to him, 
till I felt that I was ready to see him dio 
anyhow, so that my Ferdy might come to be 
a rich lord and second to nobody. Oh, my t 
there's nobody listening, is there ? Give me 
some drink ; the worst has got to come yet/' 

Mr. Roberts gave some refreshment, satis- 
fied her there were no listeners, and then, 
with a few encouraging words of religion, 
she said she would proceed. 

" Well, sir, I felt every day I got worse> 
and one day that I was in this hateful 
humour, the devil put the opportunity of 
ridding myself of my boy's rival so unex- 
pectedly in my way, that I could not hold 
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on any longer. The nurse, who watched her - 

charge with as jealous an eye as I did mine, 

was ill, and for once I was allowed to take 

charge of Master and Miss Herbert. 

" We went down by the water ; they played 

about, and Master Herbert being a little older 

was bolder, and got out too far. I saw his 

danger, but did not try to prevent it. I went 

to help him, when it was too late, and let him 

drift away in the stream. His body was 

never found, and everybody thought I could 

not help it ; but oh I the agonies of remorse 

I have suffered, and see how old age has come 

upon me. No one knows what T have gone 

through all these years. Since I have been 

ill his face has never left my mind. He has 

seemed to be always looking on, but my dear 

mistress knows nothing of this. Oh I don't 



138 THB SPANISH MOTHEB. 

let her ever kaow ; she h'as had trouble 
enough^ and drawn it on herself, too, like 
me; 

The poor creature buried her face in her 
piUow, and sobbed convulsively for some 
minutes. Mr. Roberts did not attempt to dis^ 
turb her ; indeed, he was himself completely 
overcome by the horror of what he had heard, 
and needed to collect himself before he could 
venture to speak. 

Suddenly she looked up, stared full in his 
face, gave one piercing scream, and said — 

** Ah I there he is again ; go away, go 
away — that face, I can't bear it any longer/* 
He called for help — the excitement and 
exertion had been too much for her — she fell 
back oonvuUed, and had a second paralytic 
stroke, which this time deprived her of speech. 
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She lay with ber eyes fixed on him shadder*^ 
ing, and helpless. 

His presence now evidently was useless; 
He walked into the next room, and almost 
mechanically swallowed a cap of hot tea the 
rough girl had promised should be ready for 
him. They got a passer-by to order a fly from 
the town, and he got into it and went home. 

He seemed completely overcome, and made 
no remark on finding Mrs. Jones waiting for 
him — a fire in his room, and quite delighted 
her by drinking a hot potion she had pre- 
pared, but to say the truth, had no hopes of 
persuading him to take-^he so seldom allowed ' 
his own little comforts to be attended to. 

Well, she thought, as she shut up the house 
and retired to rest, whatever can my master 
have met with to-night, as has so subdued him 
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like ; T hope he ain't been called to anything 
infectious and taken fright I never knew 
him like it afore — ^however, it's so much the 
better, for I don't hold with that sort of reli- 
gion as refuses the comforts of life to your- 
self, and is always ready to giv'em to others. 
I think real charity begins at home." 

Mrs. Jones drank off a hot glass of some- 
thing nice and consoling, put out her light, 
and was soon buried deep in blankets and 
feather bed. 

Mr. Eoberts was at first restless and chilly, 
but sheer fatigue soon made him sleep, too, 
and though he may have dreamt of paralysis 
and drowning, he often afterwards looked back 
upon that night as a very quiet one, and 
wished for some like it. 
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CHAPTER VIIL 



THE MYSTERIOUS PARCEL. 



For some days after Mr. Roberts' visit to Julie 
at the almshouses, he was very ill. 

Early on the following morning Mrs. Jones 
had been disturbed by her master's bell rung 
somewhat violently for him. She hurried up, 
having that moment got down to her kitchen 
and commenced operations for the day by fire 
lighting and so on. 
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^^ Whatever is the matter," she exclaimed ; 
^^ wants to know how that horrid Manselle is, 
I daresay" ; however, up she went, and her 
tone soon changed when, on her accomplish-* 
ing the order received, of come in, she found 

ing violently, with his handkerchief covered 
with blood, and only half dressed, having evi- 
dently broken down in the effort. 

^' Good Heavens, sir I what have you been 
aad done ; you have cai^ght jour death ^- 
going to see that woman last night, when I 
so begged you not. What'^s to be done 
now ?" 

^^ Send for the doctor, Mrs.. Jone^, and help 
me back to my bed; I will lie down. If you 
can get a little ice, pray do." 

Mr, Robert's gentle, yet decided voice, re- 
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tsalled Mrs. Jonfie' seatteced wnBea, as it 
geaCTally did. She saw him oomfortabfy on 
his bed again. and hurried out for the doctor, 
for it was not far ofi^ and too early to £nd a 
messenger. Ice she knew she could not get 
in the town, but thought she would get 
neighbour Bowe's little girl to take a mes- 
sage up to Thombury, and she was sure the 
gardener would send Mr. Eoberts some at once. 

The doctor soon arrived; he put Mr. 
Boberts to bed, prescribed perfect quiet, and 
only cold drinks. He pronounced it a severe 
chill upon a weakened system and a delicate 
chest, and felt extremely anxious. 

It happened when the little messenger ar- 
rived at the garden at Thombury, Mr. Her- 
bert was taking an early walk ; she, in ignor- 
€tnce of his identity, asked him where Roger, 
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the head gardener, was to be found, as she 
was in a great hurry or the poor gentlemaa 
would die before she got back. 

** What gentleman?'* asked Ferdinand. 
" Why, the rector, to be sure, sir." 
^^ The rector, and what has Rogers got to 
do with it?" 

'* Oh, please sir, don't keep me a talking ; 
. they have sent me up to get some ice, and if 
I ain't quick, they said he'd lose all his blood 
and die." 

Ferdinand was alarmed at this account, 
and wondered what could have happened so 
suddenly. He supposed some cut or injury ; 
however, he hurried the gardener with the 
ice, and taking the gardener's trap just then 
nt the door, put the girl and ice in, and fol- 
lowing himself, drove down to the rectory* 
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There he learnt the sad truth ; Mr. Roberts 
had broken a blood vessel, and must be kept 
very quiet. 

Ferdinand went in and sat down by him, 
forbidding him to speak, and telling him he 
should always keep near and watch him. 
He waited till the momentary danger was 
alleviated with the ice, and then left for 
Thombury, to tell Lord and Lady Herbert 
what had happened. 

He laid for six weeks in the greatest 
danger, hovering between life and death. 

The affection and anxiety shown by all his 
parishioners, the sort of competition for who 
could supply some little thing he might 
fancy, and the way in which news of him 
was watched for, showed how really he had 
earned the love and friendship of his flock. 

VOL. 111. H 
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For him— ^1^ heart had been so long in 
heaven, and he had so few ties on earih^ per** 
haps, had the choice been given him, he 
\ronld have said, '^ Let me die ;" but he had 
not yet finished his mission-his time was 
not come to receive his crown* The angels 
had yet some jewelled flowers to add to it. 

Hitherto his sacrifices in this world had 
been more or less forced upon him by cir- 
cumstances, but now he was to be tried and 
pronounce his own award. 

Afiier six weeks of suffering and fever, he 
began to rally. He was able to sit up and 
enjoy a little quiet society. Sometimes Fer- 
dinand would come and talk to him, some- 
times Lady Herbert, and it seemed as if ill- 
ness had drawn Lady Herbert towards him 
as nothing had ever done before ; she would 
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j»t there with her work, aad talk to him of 
aTl his parishioners, give him an acconnt of 
how each menage was thriving, tell him ex- 
actly what his curate had preached about, 
and, in fact, seemed to make herself acquainted 
with everything that could interest him, and 
make the interest almost her. own. 

Mr. Boberts wondered he had never appre- 
ciated her before. 

But the visits that of all others seemed to 
cheer and do him good, were those of Lord 
Herbert and Rose, for Rose had been to 
Thornbury lately for change of air and to see 
her father ; when she came to see him, there 
seemed a cheeriness about his invalid life he 
could not understand. 

The poor woman Julie, at the almshouses, 
had never rallied from that last attack, and 

H 2 
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died aboat a week after, without ever being 
sensible or speaking. This they did not tell 
Mr. Boberts for a long iime^ evading his 
questions b j saying she was mnch the same ; 
when he did hear it, he only said, ^' God rest 
her poor sonl — she did repent." 

At the end of two months Mr. Roberts re* 
appeared at his church ; he did not preach, 
but he officiated, and by d^rees, thoogh he 
could not go out late or on bad days, and 
had a nasty cough, he resumed his place, 
excepting having a curate to assisti which 
was a thing they had, indeed, long urged 
upon him. 

One day, goiog over the past in his mind, 
he thought of his grandfather's package so 
long left unopened, and interrupted that very 
day he was called to see Julie. Ferdinand 
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had returned to his regiment, Rose to her 
home ; so he had more time now, and resolved 
to get it out. 

He took it into his room and sat down 
comfortably to examine it. 

First of all out tumbled a gold chain and 
locket with hair in it, with a coronet, and 
date of a day in August on it ; then came a 
child's small shirt and handkerchief, marked 
E.H. "Oh," thought Mr. Roberts, "poor 
dear grandfather, these were some relics ot 
my childhood, I suppose, preserved as trea- 
sures." Then came a sealed packet of writ- 
ing ; he opened it and read. As he read, the 
words seemed almost like magic, so strange 
were they to him — so hot and so queer did 
they make him feel, that he scarcely dared 
go on, and yet "^ an instinctive curiosity 
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forced him to do so, for here then he had 
found his own history, who and what he 
was. 

Thus ran the paper — 

"I hereby declare in the most solemn 
manner possible, that all I am going to write 
is Btrictly true, and had Gt>d spared my life a 
few years more, I would have come forward 
and announced it with proo&. 

" My dear adopted grandson, Eobert, you 
must now hear my melancholy history, and 
the only plea on which I can claim your for- 
giveness for the injury I have done you is 
that of my almost insanity from grief at the 
behaviour of an only child who left me, 
though I never let any one know she did so ; 
I was too proud to be able to bear any slight 
thrown on her, and always sheltered her 
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good name — hid her shame, but nevertheless, 
it has brought me to nrin and misery. 

^^ I was once a rich merchant in Seville. I 
had one daughter, as I have told you, and I 
thought no money could procure luxuries and 
enjoyment enough to be worthy of my Diana, 
the image of her sainted mother, who was 
carried off by small-pox when Di was a child. 
There was nothing I did not do to make life 
pleasant for Diana as a child and as a woman, 
but alas I that &tal curse — a woman's Uind 
love for a handsome face fell on her. She 
saw one, she loved i^; I cannot bring myself 
to write loved htm^ but she left me and mar- 
ried him. 

'^ It was useless to search for her, or en^ 
deavoior to get hier baok — she was bUghted ; 
besides^ she had chosen, and so must abide 
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her choice. I told the world she was gone 
to visit an aunt at a distance. 

"For me, poor miserahle old man, a de- 
serted and doting father, I could no longer 
remain where I had once been so happy, and 
formed such dreams of future happiness in 
my child ; I neglected business — 1 gambled ; 
it seemed to me to drown thought. I was 
soon as poor as I had once been rich. I 
determined to leave the country, and went to 
Hungary ; there, wandering amongst the 
mountains, I one day was seized by some 
Gitanos, or, as they are called there, Czigamy. 
They fancied I was worth plundering or a 
ransom, but finding no one enquired for me, 
they repented being cumbered with me, and 
were about to kill me, when one of their 
children having broken its arm, and having 
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no one to set it, some early knowledge I had 
of surgery came to my assistance, and I set 
it. This so delighted them, that they offered 
me my liberty as well as life ; but somehow I 
did not care to return to civilised life — their 
wild, roaming habits seemed now to suit me 
best Besides, I fancied it might bring me 
some day to my child, for I had discovered it 
was a gipsy who had so fascinated her, and 
it is well known they have a species of free- 
masonry amongst them that connects every 
tribe. 

" I offered to remain with them ; fancying, 
I suppose, my surgery might be of use, they 
agreed. I was inaugurated into their society 
with many strange and horrid ceremonies, 
and having become a Gitano, in desperation 
assisted them to plunder, and perhaps worse. 

H 5 
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^Do not think I justify myself^ dear 
Bobert ; far from it. I feel I deserved what- 
ever judgments fell on me after, and God was 
only too merciful to me. Ton will say how 
does all this concern me — ^why tell me ? It 
does not concern you, but it makes me feel 
it some repara tion that any one should know 
what really was my history. 

" After two years, our tribe wandered into 
Spain, and I found myself in the neighbour- 
hood of Seville. There I found my daughter 
had returned and sought me, but had left 
again with an Englishman ; no one I could 
find could tell me the name or whereabouts. 
Now my anxiety was to get to England \ 
though bom there and of English parents, I 
had never been in England since two years 
old, and knew nothing of it or English habits. 
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^^ The gipsies wa(tehed me with a yealous 
eye^ and seemed to feto my desertion; at 
last, to my gr«at joy, I fcmnd they were 
bomid for England, to Tkit a large tribe. 
We landed in a few months after and wan- 
dered about many parts ; but it seemed to me 
I had come to a country more hopeless than 
any for my search. I knew nothing of where 
we went, excepting the name of the town 
where we arrived ; but we found a much 
more vigilant police, and a great deal more 
temptation to plunder. 

'^ One day as I wandered on the side of a 
stream away from the rest of my party, aad 
picking up a few fish as they glided swiftly 
by in the sunshine, I heard a scream from 
the other side of some high rocks. I could 
see no one, but presently heard some one in 
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6itan6s language say, * Will no one rid us of 
this troublesome one.' I fancied a Gitano in 
distress, but at that moment something floated 
down with the rapid stream, and would have 
been sucked into the current a few yards 
below* I thought it was human, or if not 
good plunder ; I waded in, caught hold of it, 
and behold, it was a lovely child of about 
three years old. I could see and hear no one ; 
I feared I was trespassing on the land of some 
grandee, and did not dare show myself; be- 
sides, I thought, if this child is of conse- 
quence, a fine ransom will be offered— I will 
keep it. I held it close to me to keep it 
warm, and took it home to our settlement ; 
l^ere, to my surprise, I found them on the 
move ; one of their party had been pursued 
by the police for a theft, and being traced as 
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connected with their party, they were anxious 
to move before any further inquiries were 
made. 

"At first I was abused for having bur- 
dened myself with the child, and they wished 
me to abandon it ; I positively refused, say- 
ing I would retain it till some prize was 
offered for its restoration, and if they refused 
to receive it, I would remain behind. This 
threat answered, for being after all by nature a 
Busuo, they mistrusted me, and feared my 
turning informer. 

" After a pplying warm flannels and warm 
drink to the child, he revived from his wet- 
ting, and then fell asleep ; when he woke a 
few hours after, we had moved off, and were 
encamped in the midst of a forest. 

" The child sometimes cried for his mamma 
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and his sissy, bat could tell us no names of 
any one to guide us as to his parentage. Qe 
called himself Body, which we interpreted 
Bobert, and gradually he accustomed himself 
to our roaming life, which after all, has a 
special charm for children, from its constant 
variety. 

*' All this time I never forgot my object, 
that of finding my daughter, and continued to 
wander with the gipsies for three years. We 
went to all the races we could hear of, and 
whilst my fellow travellers sought to raise 
money by deluding soft hearts and heads with 
fortune telling, I peered into every carriage, 
and sought to look once more on my daughter's 
face before I died. But constant disappoint- 
ment and fretting for one object I could not 
attain seemed to tell upon my health. Some* 
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tunes the mischievoas young gipsies would 
tell me of a dark proud beauty in a carriage 
far ofi^ and just moving, for the pleasure of 
seeing me struggle through a crowd, and get 
hustled and knocked about for one peep, and 
disappointment after. On one of these occasions 
at a race they were crowding round two grand 
carriages foU of gaily dressed people, who 
were full too of light hearted mirth, and I had, 
with considerable difficulty, managed to get 
nearly within sight of the occupants of the 
carriage, when two tall footmen and a police* 
man roughly pushed us all away, and so strict 
a guard was kept for the rest of the day over 
all the best company that we were obliged to 
make our earnings amongst the lower set of 
race frequenters. 

^^ At last I felt I was so broken down, and 
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SO infirm, that I could stand this life no longer ; 
nothing but the shelter of a house and fire 
could keep me alive. My grandchild, as I 
called Robert, was my only consolation, he 
waited on me, and had got to love me. I told 
our chief I felt unequal to roaming any longer, 
but would bind myself by oath never to betray 
them or any other Gitano. I did so, and it 
was agreed we should separate at the first 
opportunity. This occurred when Robert was 
about six or seven years old, I imagine. We 
came one evening to the village of Carney, in 
Cornwall, where we were allowed to lodge in 
the lower part of an abandoned house, in 
commiseration, I believe, of my state of ill- 
ness. 

"Here my gipsy friends soon left me, 
starting early one morning, I knew not how 
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or whither, for they had planned it all pro- 
bably, and given me some drug to secure my 
sleeping. They left me my grandchild, and 
that was all I wanted. 

**Now, my dear Eobert, you know all I 
do of your birth and parentage. The good 
clergyman of Carney, the best friend I ever 
had in the world, took an interest in you, and 
superintended your education. He also taught 
me where to look for comfort and consolation 
in my trouble, and bid me hope for a better 
world hereafter, but I never dared tell him 
you were not really my grandchild. God for- 
give me for the injury I have done you, if it 
has been an injury — it is now too late to re- 
pair it, — and I have determined to leave you 
this account, to be read only when you have 
attained a comfortable position in life, as I 
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know you will do from your talents and good- 
ness. 

" Farewell, my own beloved Robert. The 
jewel and bit of dress I found on you, and 
have always hid and kept safely, in case 
you should wish to find out your ^real 
parents.' " 

Thus did Mr. Roberts read and re-read the 
extraordinary account, that had he opened it 
a few months back, when he first thought of 
doing so, would only have half enlightened 
him, but now, coupling it with Julie's strange 
confession, it was very plain — he then was 
the lost child, he was the Rody so often talked 
o^ who had been drowned but whose body 
was never found. 

Here then was the instinct that seemed 
always to draw him towards Rose, yet with 
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a feeling so different from common love and 
admiration. 

Here were ties for him, indacements to pro- 
claim at once his name and his history — but 
no, a new consideration arose at once. His 
friend Ferdinand — if he claimed to be Lord 
Herbert's lost son he stood in the way of 
Ferdinand's prospects. He displaced Lady 
Herbert's son. 

How should he act? How would the 
struggle between ambition and friendship be 
decided ? No one need know the contents of 
this paper, but yet 



" IntVest makes all seem reason that leads to it, 
Inl^rest that does thaaeal of sects oreste. 
To purge a Ohurch and reform a State.*' 
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CHAPTER IX. 



VILLAGE GOSSIP. 



The poets represent Spring to us under the 
most charming and cheering of aspects, and 
in the southern climates no doubt there is 
some truth in their picture ; but in England 
what can be more chilly, more unpoetical. 
The forming gentlemen all grumbling at 
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the weather, if it is cold and blowy, and 
retards the grass and the crops ; the hunting 
gentlemen, if it is tolerably warm and dry, 
because the violets and primroses interfere 
with the scent, and the ground is not fit to 
gallop over, so they must leave oflf early, 
before they have lamed their last hunter, or 
every ]eg is swaddled up in suspicious 
bandages. 

The ladies, of course, must more or less 
suffer from the grumbling of the men, and 
besides, it is a very catching disease, and, as 
one of our most celebrated medical men said, 
east wind made all ladies cross, he supposed 
from the inevitable consequence of the 
Eastern despot, a red nose ; the free and easy 
way in which that visitor intrudes upon us 
during the Spring would account for many 
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little domestic squaUB. Besidea, the ladiea* 
winter costames are shabby, the»areaaitew 
intermediate fashions,, and it is impossible to 
leav^e off wraps till the weather settles, which 
on an average it does about July in England, 
and breaks up again in October. Howev^er, 
all rules have happy exceptions^ and the 
Spring following Mr. Boberts' illness was as 
fine and charming a Spring as you could wish 
to see — not too dry for agriculture, act too 
variable for fashion; perhaps the only suf- 
ferers were the fox and the hare hunters^ but 
then the foxes rejoiced, and hares too. 

It had done much towards restoring Mr« 
Roberts' health; but he had retained his 
curate, which perhaps had still more to do 
with that ; yet everyone remarked how 
changed he was when he returned to his 
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regular duties at church, and how solemn he 
had grown. 

Mrs. Watson remarked to some of her 
friends, as she walked home one Sunday, after 
an excellent sermon preached by Mr. Roberts 
on the subject of how completely the Phari- 
sees misjudged our Lord's actions, and their 
determination, nevertheless, to judge of his 
motives. 

^^ Really now, Major, don't you find Mr. 
Roberts very much altered. I can't guess 
what it is ; but if I did not know he might 
choose amongst the girls for only the asking, 
I should say he had been jilted. He is so 
preoccupied, and has grown so silent." 

" Upon my word, Mrs. Watson," said the 
Major, ^^ I bad not remarked any difference 
excepting in looks, he has become very grey 
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for one so young ; but he is the only preacher 
I could ever keep listening to for more than 
twenty minutes without going to sleep." 

" I should very much like to know, Major, 
I own it, though not naturally curious, what 
happened about the time of that French 
woman's illness at the Almshouse, and the 
strange foreign gipsy, who was found poi- 
soned in Thornbury park. Lady Herbert 
was very strange about that time ; of course 
I don't wish you to quote me, but my friend 
Lady Evandale tells me it was very ' remark- 
able, and I must say 1 think there was more 
than we know in Lady Herbert's attentions to 
that woman, and she was curiously excited 
about the man's death — aye, what do you say, 
Major?" 

'' What do I say, my dear Mrs. Watson^ 
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Well, I say as IVe often said before, that 
women have great and splendid qualities, and 
don't hide their talents ander a bushel, as the 
old saying has it." 

^^ What do you mean, Major? I don't quite 
see your applieation in this case," said Selina, 
simpering with pleasure at the Major's good 
opinion, as she felt she was the female friend 
he had the best opportunities of forming his 
judgment by. 

*'Why, my dear Mrs. Watson, they can 
keep up a constant conversation with lookers- 
on, whilst they play at whist without revoking, 
and they can make out a well-fitting romance 
on mere surmises&" 

^^ Major, I did not think you so severe on 
poor women. I feel inclined to become the 
avenger of my sex, by giving you weak tea 

VOL* IIU I 
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said revokiiig at whkt when your partner for 
the fiitore. It is certainly true mine were 
only surmises on what yon term my romance; 
but that was not my fi&ult, I employed my 
P^ggy to find out all about it; bat she 
declared those that did know wouldn't tell, 
and sIm believed there was very little to tell, 
or they wouldn't have been so dose; bat 
those sort of people have no intelligence, 
they are so easily satisfied." 

They had arrived at the comer of the 
village, where Mrs. Watson and the Major 
diverged to their respective happy homes; 
so the Major, lifting his hat, as he always did, 
from good old custom, to every woman he 
spoke to, however fitmiliar an acquaintance, 
gaily— 

^' Ta-^ta, Mrs. Watson ; remember the rash 
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t>pinioii of the Pharisees ; but I forgot, those 
were men, not women, so hurrah for our weak 
tea and revokes on Taesday evening I " 

^^ I wonder," thought Mrs. Watson to her- 
self when he was gone, '' why men insist on 
depriving themselves of so much amusement 
in the world, for the sake of seeming wise 
and prudent — why if one were to wait till we 
knew all about everything to talk about it, 
one would lose half the fun — it's the suspense, 
the uncertainty, the guessing, the putting lihis 
and that together, that is so amusing. Now, 
I can't help thinking Lady Herbert had been 
in some little scrape in her younger days, 
and Julie and this Victor knew all about it. 
I fear now it will never come out. Ah, there 
comes the Doctor," she said aloud, ^^ always 
kind and thoughtful, coming to meet me.*' 

I J? 
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The meeting was no doubt very touching, 
under these circumstances; but it was all 
spoilt by the sobbing of a little girl coming 
along the road, evidently in great distress ; 
this was just the thing to interest them, so 
they at once stopped her, to learn the cause 
of her trouble. 

** What's the matter, my little girl," said 
the Doctor. 

"It's no use a telling of you; you're just 
like the rest on 'em, only make more ado.'' 

" Well, tell me," said the lady. 

"No, I'm going home to granny, she'll 
take my part." 

" What have you done?" 

"Why, been turned out of church — ^there, 
now you know," and off she went in a roar, 
sitting down on the stump of a tree, as if 
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she had quite forgotten she was going to 
granny. 

** Turned out of church by Mr. Roberts. I 
told you, my dear, these new ideas were too 
severe by half; such a thing never happened 
in my day ; except, perhaps, among the 
Bomanists/' 

" It wasn't Mr. Roberts ; it's the cross 
g entleman teaches us now. I don't know his 
name, nor don't want to neither." 

" What did you do ? " 

" Why I said I didn't love God, 'cause 
they always taught me all nice and good 
things were sent by God, and He never sent 
me none, and He sent Mary Jane and Caroline 
a new frock and bonnet, and ne'er a one for 
me. 

" But you know it's very wicked to talk so," 
said the Doctor. 
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^^^Yefi^ I told you, you was like the rest on 
'em ; very fine for you to talk, as has got every- 
thing you want, and got no enemies neither/^ 
*^ Was that all you were dismissed for?'* 
*' Why not exactly, cause of course when 
they stood and rated at me like that, and 
Mary Jane and Caroline a grinning at me in 
their new froeks and bonnets, of course I 
turned like agin it all, and would not an- 
swer my Catechism; and then they asked 
me if I forgave them as injured me. Why, 
of course I said ^ No, and never would ;' and 
then Mr. Cross told me to go, and he should 
call at home and tell mother, and then she'll 
beat me, like a good 'un, and tell me it's all 
for my good ; and the Bible says you ain*t to 
spare the rod. I wish they'd begin by their- 
seives^ I do. Oh, dear I oh, dear ! whatever 
shall I do?" 
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Widi tbat she got ttp from her seat, and 
went on down the road sobbing, and 
lamenting. 

Mr. and Mrs. Watson found it useless to 
try to do any good then ; but Mrs. Watson 
made up her mind to look after the child 
another time, and try and give her more 
conect ideas* 

One fine afternoon as Mr. Roberts sat pre* 
paring some instructions he was going to give 
for confirmation, Ferdinand Herbert arrived 
with his usual friendly mann^ and hearty 
^^ How are you ?^ He had not been at Thorn- 
bury for some time^ and by the start he gave 
he evidently found his friend altered* 

^ Ah, I see how it is, Ferdy, you too find 
me altered. Well my glass tells me that, lif 
notibing dse did. Never mind, M. fe]h)w, it 
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will be best I should go. A constant struggle 
tires one, and no one knows how long he will 
be able to persevere," said Mr. Roberts. 

** Oh, ah ! persevere to the end, and all 
that sort of thing. Well, I should say the per- 
severance of such a chap as me would be 
much better done away with ; but you can't 
have much trouble. Why, you've never been 
anything but perseverance in good. However, 
" we will leave the sermon till Sunday. I've 
come to you on business. You know about 
the girl I wanted to marry. Well, after 
your talking to my father, and mother 
worrying him, at last he agreed ; you remem- 
ber, that if I did not meet or write to her for 
a year, why then he would see her and think 
about it. So look here, you know the year is 
up next Monday, and I had got leave from 
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the colonel, though it*s awful difficult now 
with all these blackguard Fenian rows, to be 
away a week, and I thought I would go and 
see her, and hear what she had been doing all 
this year, before I said anything decided to 
her. WeU, would you believe me — " 

" You found her married to some one else, 
I suppose," interrupted his friend. 

" Not quite, but the day fixed, the banns 
called for the last time, and she sitting on a 
great fat farmer's knee. Ain't I the most un- 
lucky dog to have lost such a chance. Now 
do just pity me, because I feel very small and 
very low,*' said Ferdinand. 

Instead of expressing sorrow, Mr. Roberts 
actually commenced a hearty laugh, which 
greatly disconcerted Ferdy, who got up and 
walked about the room, saying— 

I 5 
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^^ If you are going to be absurd, Boberts^ 
I will go. Gasi't you be sorry for a fellow, 
even if you don't care for the girls yourself." 

*'I am very sorry, Ferdinand, I won't 
laugh at your misfortunes; but upon my 
word it strikes me as so ridiculous ^at a m«n 
should be so blind as to imagine he had suf- 
fered loss when a girl throws him over inr 
that way ; why, my dear Ferdy, if she could 
not be constant before marriage, with all the 
romance of a lover separated by a cruel 
parent, how do you think she would have 
been constant as a wife ?" 

**I don't see that, Boberts. When once 
married yoa know I should have tutored and 
improved her, and made her such a capital 
husband, she must have been true," said the 
enthusiastic Ferdinand. 
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** If you go on thut way, really Ferdy, I 
shaU be obliged to laugh again ; but, setiously, 
I am very sorry for you in one respect ; your 
pride has had an awful blow, and it is cer- 
tainly not flattering to find a rough farmer 
preferred to the heir of Thombury and a 
peerage/' 

'^ Oh, but you know she never knew who I 
was. She only knew me as Mr. Herbert It 
is awfully vexatious, is it not?*' 

** On the contrary, Ferdinand, your pride 
must not allow itself to be so crushed as to 
lament for a girl who so soon forgot you ; 
and her behaviour gets you out of a very 
awkward position, whilst it will give your 
father great satisfaction/' 

" Perhaps you are right, Roberts, as you 
generally are ; but look here, you will tell 
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the governor about it, won't you, and tell 
him, too, not to refer to the subject to me. 
I don't seem to care to see his pleasure just 
now. Aye, you understand ; and now good- 
bye. Do take care of yourself, I must be oflF, 
for I have not seen the mother yet." 

When he was gone Mr. Roberts turned to 
his writing again ; but somehow he did not 
settle well to it. He seemed to have been 
disturbed by Ferdinand's visit, as if it had 
renewed some unpleasant thoughts. He got 
up and walked to the window, from which he 
could look on Thombury Park in the distance, 
and on which he fixed his eyes. After stand- 
ing there a little while, he turned away, and 
spoke ah)ud, as if impatient at himself — 

** Pooh, nonsense ; why should I murmur 
at this trifling sacrifice. My lot was cast. I 
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was perfectly happy and content in it ; why 
should I find it harder now I know what I 
really am, and the post I was really born to 
fill. God help me to work on to the end, 
and not disturb the peace of a family, sowing 
division there." 

Mr. Roberts returned to his chair, drank a 
glass of water, which lately he had always 
kept near him, as he often felt suddenly faint, 
one silent prayer to heaven for grace, a sort of 
soothing, mesmeric rub or two across his 
eyes and brain, and he was hard at work 
again. The tempting demon of ambition had 
shown him the grandeur of this world, and 
he bade him begone. 



" Fling away ambition. 
By that ain fell the angelB." 



Shaebsfbabb. 
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CHAPTER X. 



THE INVALID. 



It was a lovely September evening, and the 
park at Thornbury reminded me of the open- 
ing of our story, only that the same landscape 
and the same season seemed to have dropped 
the melancholy that hung over them then. 
They were bright and sunshiny; at an open 
window overlooking the park, and the Italian 
garden, lay on the sofa a man who evidently 
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waa aboot to fall a victim to the diseage so 
peculiarly fittal in our climate — consumption. 
He breathed short and with effort, and a short 
sharp cough from time to time seemed as if it 
shook every part of him. He looked calm 
and happy, and appeared to watch with almost 
childish pleasure the deer and all that passed 
in the park. The servants and dependents of 
the house were having a lively game at cricket, 
and as some lucky one made a good score the 
invalid would cry bravo, though the exertion 
generally cost bim a cough. 

Our old friend Mrs. Pringle was bustling 
in and out of the room, arranging ominous 
looking bottles and glasses, making thrusts at 
the sofa cushions, and finding little impercep- 
tible nothings that required setting straight, 
or if straight already, then crooked. 
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^ Now, Mr* Roberts, you must not exert 
yourself like that/' she said, with all the 
aathority that a nurse in a sick room seems 
to take as her right of course, ^^ it is time to 
take your mixture, and I'm sure milady would 
be very angry if she thought I let you cough 
in that manner ; " with that she poured him 
out a glass of something very like milk^ 
arranged his pillows freshly, and bade him 
try and sleep, so as to be fresh for milady's 
evening visit. 

Since Rose's marriage, and the explanation 
of the theatricals, Mrs. Pringle's animosity 
towards Lady Herbert seemed to have passed 
away. 

They no longer clashed with one another, 
the go-between of mischief poor Julie, was 
removed, and Mrs. Pringle paid all due 
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respect and deference to her dear master's 
wife. 

She spent her time a great part of the year 
with the family at Thombury, or with Rose 
at the Abbey, and whenever there was illness 
in either house, nurse Fringle was the first 
person sent for. Her home was a little cot- 
tage bought out of dear deceased Fringle' s 
savings, and as she expressed it was a 
^^ momentous tablet to his dear memory/' so 
she put his initials and the date of his death 
over the door. 

There she lived between times, friendly 
with everyone but the butcher, and he would 
have been content to take her money in ex- 
change for his joints or chops, without remark, 
but he said — 

^^ There was something so awful irritating 
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in that confounded old woman's nagging, h<$r 
oonstant talk about her dear Pringle, how he 
cut up his meat, and how them as had once 
dealt with him never could abide no other 
meat nor no other cutting up, that was more 
than any man could stand, at leastwajs when 
he had a wife and six children, as claimed all 
the waste good temper a man was like to 
have*** 

So she had a little war always going on 
between her and the butcher, and though his 
heart was touched sometimes at the small 
kindnesses she would do to his childresi, yet 
he was glad when ^^ some of her grand folks 
fell ill, and wanted her to nurse 'em/' 

How came Mr. fiob^is at Thombury ? That 
requires some explanation. The fact was the 
corroborative evidence of Julie, and the wan- 
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dering merchaat, together with the locket and 
clol&es, made it very certain to Mr. Roberta 
that he was the lost Body — Lord Herbert's, 
eldest son — and his first impulse was to 
claim bis inheritance, but better thoughts 
soon caijae to his religious mind, and many 
reaaons of friendship, as well as difficulties^ 
in proving such identities came to his help. 

The struggle was a very hard one, and cost 
him many sleepless nights, perhaps the pro- 
gress of his disease was as much accelerated 
by this as by the ordinary nature of it. 

The first time he saw Ferdinand after he 
had known all, that afternoon Ferdy came to 
tell him of his disappointment in love, the 
temjytation to proclaim himself assailed him 
again, as we saw. Possibly the dreadful hard* 
ship the young man felt, of being jilted by his 
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love, made him contrast his grievance, and as 
we generally do in such comparisons decide 
our own are by fer tha greater. 

But he conquered again, and this time 
fancied it was final. 

And so did he wrestle with ambition. But 
what aided him much in the battle now was 
that he felt he approached, in rapid strides, 
that fearful journey where no earthly goods 
will accompany or follow us. 

He grew weaker, his nights more disturbed, 
his cough more troublesome, and he was 
seized with an almost morbid wish to die at 
Thornbury. In vain he repeated to himself, 
in silent prayer, " Thy will be done;" it 
always seemed coupled with the condition, 
but let my Father call me son before I die. 

He yearned for a father's blessing, for the 
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chaste, sweet kiss of a sister— -to die under 
his paternal roof. He had been thinking 
very much of this lately, when Ferdinand one 
day called and said — 

'^Eoberts, my mother and I have been 
talking you over, and we have made a little 
plan. Now I hope you are in a good humour, 
for I declare I am half afraid to ask you." 

" Nonsense, Ferdy, what is there that I 
would not agree to proposed by you and your 
mother. Speak, what is it ? 

"Why you know we think you would 
be more comfortable and more lively if you 
were to come up to Thombury and have one 
of the rooms overlooking the garden. Any- 
body wanting to see you could always come 
up, and now you have a pony and phaeton 
you could get backwards and forwards quite 
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independently. Well, yon don't answer. I 
suppose, of course, yon don't agree ; dnty or 
something another forbids," said Ferdinand. 

" Indeed, Ferdy, yon are wrong ; the plan 
sounds only too charming." Poor Mr. 
Roberts had been so overpowered by the 
proposed realization of his fondest wish so 
unexpectedly, that he had scarcely been able 
to prevent showing that the idea was not new 
to him ; but a cloud passed o ver his sunny 
vision. ''Lord Herbert," he added, " what 
will he say to such an arrangement?" 

''Why, of course, my good fellow, he has 
been asked for his consent, just as the Queen 
puts her signature to the Acts of Parliament 
— only I'm told she is sometimes restive. 
Now my dear dad would have liked to be 
able to write with two pens at once, he was 
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BO anxions to give the last touch to our Act 
of Parliament. Now will you oome T* 

^* The offer is indeed loo tempting and too 
kind. I shall feel it adds to my life, hu- 
manly speaking, more than any doctors or 
physic/' said Roberts, ^* only one condition I 
make/' 

" Name it," said the happy friend. 

" I am to be allowed to return to my own 
nest any day I feel it is advisable and better 
to do so," said Mr. Roberts. 

** Granted," said Ferdy, " only I too have 
a condition to make. A famous London 
doctor, Reginald, by name, is going to pay 
us a passing visit, and you must consent to 
let him examine you, and give an opinion as 
to what would be best done for you." 

"Well, I suppiose I must succumb, though 
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really it is all nonsense ; no doctor's opinion 
can save me.'* 

" So now it's all settled," said Ferdy. " I 
give you twenty-four hours to arrange every- 
thing with your curate and Mr. Jones, and 
pack up your clothes — that is all. Oh! yes^ 
don't be cross ; and your prayer book — yes ; 
and then mind you tell them to expect you 
back any day you deem it advisable to return, 
to the bosom of your — I beg your pardon, to 
Jones and Reeves." 

^^ Be off, you wild impudent fellow, and see 
if I don't calm you ,a bit when I get under 
the same roo^" said Mr. Roberts. 

After a few more words and arrangements, 
all was agreed upon, and this was how Mr. 
Roberts got to Thombury. 

The great Doctor Reginald came as was 
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expected, and gave a very poor acooiint of 
Mr. Boberts. Daring his interview after 
examining his chest and so on, he asked him 
if any of his family had died of consumption. 
The result of the question somewhat alarmed 
him. 
Mr. Roberts said nothing, but he turned 

m 

whiter than snow, and seemed almost to choke. 
Mrs. Pringle and Ferdy were in the room; 
Ferdy ran to him. 

" Oh 1 Roberts, dear fellow, don't go and 
do that." 

Mrs. Pringle, looking daggers at the doctor 
for his indiscretion, said — 

" Why for, sir, don't you know better than 
ask the dear gentleman sich things, when he's 
been and brought hisself up like as he his — a 
model to the whole country." 

VOL. IIU K 
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The dootoT saw tkat he had made a. blnndw, 
and rather harried himself out of the room* 
Ferdinand accompanied him to hear his:<^iiuoii 
which was a vevy sad one. He gave oo b^pes 
of any remedy, and said he would prob^ly 
grow weaker very rapidly. He did not think 
it possible he coold Uve more than a few 
weeks* 

Mr. Boberts insisted on being told exactly 
what the doctor had said, and seemed quite 
satisfied. 

It seemed likely to be a true opinion, for 
he did get much weaker, and very rapidly. 

The day after the one conunenoing oar 
chapter, as Mr. Boberts was lying on his 
couch, half dosing, some idea seemed sud- 
denly to rouse him. He called for Mrs. 
Fringle, and asked her to fetch him from his 
drawer a little parcel. 
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She brought it, and sat down again on her 
chimney comer chair at her knitting. 

Presendy he called her again, and he said — 

^^ Come and sit near me, Mrs. Pringle, and 
tell me all about the day on which the eldest 
child, twin brother to the Duchess of Chandos, 
was drowned." 

^^ Oh that's a doleful subject for yoU| sir ; 
and then you see when I talk of that vixen 
Julie, I gets wiolent like, and I know you'll 
preach to me about charity and forgiyeness 
for hours after.*' 

^^ Pooh ! you may speak it all out as you 
like this time. We are alone; and as I know 
all about poor Julie and her doings, it wDn^t 
do any mischief.'' 

^^Then you must let me begin at the 
beginning, for you see as I used to say to my 

K 2 



196 * THE BPANI8H MOTH£B. 

dear deceased Pringle, if my information is 
to be of any use or any amusement to yoa, I 
must give it in my own way. Well, as I said, 
I begin at the beginning, which was the 
coming of that foreign woman, she only 
caring, you see, for Mr. Ferdinand, and I 
only caring for Master Body, and so there we 
was at cross purposes at once. Now I don't 
wish to say nothing harsh of the poor crea-* 
tore, 'cause she's dead, and it ain't becoming 
to speak against them as is gone, as my good 
Pringle always taught me. Why, the man 
was that partic'lar on the subject, he wouldn't 
even let you find fault with a bullock when 
it was dead." 

This last idea so tickled Mr. Roberts's 
fancy that, in spite of his serious thoughts 
just then, he could not help laughing. 
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'' Oh ! you may laugh, and glad I am to 
see you laugh, sir; but as I was a saying, 
Juley and I, we never could get on straight 
together, 'cause you see we was each jealous 
alike of our boys, and it's no use a talking 
about it ; if we nusses hadn't some of that 
jealousy, why we couldn't do no justice to 
our children ; so we was always a nagging 
and insulting each other. I never could 
abide foreigners, and I never let my Rody 
nor Miss Bose — I beg pardon, the Duchess — 
go near the woman ; but one day when I was 
ill and couldn't move, she took 'em out walk- 
ing, and she come back and said Master Rody 
had tumbled into the water." Here the good 
woman's tears stopped her story; but she 
recovered herself to say — "and it's my opinion 
she pushed him in, and I can't help it. How- 
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Bomever he's an h angel in Heaven, if ever 
there was one.'* 

" Fxcuse me, Mrs. Pringle, I don't think he 
is an angel in heaven," said Mr. Boberts. 

" Well, sir, in course you know best ; but 
if he ain't got there, I don't know who 
will." 

" But you never found his body, did you?" 

" No, sir, that they didn't, though many's 
the night I dreamt where it would be found, 
and obliged my lord to have the place 
searched again; you see if we could only 
have found the body, why we might have 
made a grand foneral, just to vex them 
foreigners a bit," said Mrs. Fringle, with a 
sigh. 

^^ Perhaps he is not dead after all, nurse; 
would you know him do you think if you saw 
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him, and do yon recollect what he wore that 
day?'' 

^^ Lor, sir, know him ? In coarse I should ; 
at leastways if he wasn't very much altered; 
but children do alter sometimes uncommon as 
they grow up," 

^^I suppose, Mri. Pringle, he would be 
about my age, wouldn't he ? " 

" I suppose he would, sir, though I ain't a 
good guesser at ages, you know, as Pringle 
have told me many a time ; and besides, I 
ain't a good reckoner, only he was twin to 
Miss Bose, and she'd know all about it, no 
doubt," answeiiBd Mrs. Pringle. 

** Do you recollect ever seeing this locket 
and tbis dress before, nuise?" said Mr. 
Roberts, opening the parcel out before her. 

She looked at them, handled them, attd 
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then staggering back to her accustomed seat^ 
fell to hugging them and crying till Mr. 
Koberts got half frightened he had been im- 
prudent ; but he did not attempt to speak ^ 
and by degrees she seemed to recover a little. 
She looked at him fixedly for a few moments^ 
and then knelt down by his couch, and trans- 
ferred all her hugging and crying to his 
knees. At last she said — 

" Ah, I see how it is, I always did feel you 
was something different from anybody else, 
and it is my Rody, my own boy come to life 
again. God be praised for such a mercy; 
but I think my Pringle should have lived 
to know it. Oh dear, oh deary me." 

The good woman's joy and affection almost 
overpowered Mr. Eoberts, and it was well she 
had perceived it had been too much for him,. 



THE SPANISH MOTHER. 201 

for she soon forgot all about herself, and was 
bnsy giving him restoratives. 

" But now, sir, what are you going to do ? 
Why the joy will pretty near kill my lord," 
said nurse. 

"1 hope not," said Mr. Roberts, "but I 
already feel I have done too much, so we 
must wait and talk about it to-morrow, mean- 
time I am sure you will comply with my request, 
and not say a word of your discovery to any 
one. The Duchess of Chandos arrives to- 
night, I think, and to-morrow, if I feel better, 
I hope to be restored to a father and sister; 
you must make me as well as possible." 

Of course this inducement of a promised 
declaration next day enabled Mrs. Pringle to 
repress her tongue as far as possible, and wait 
with tolerable patience; but the state of 

K 5 
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spirits and general amiability she was in that 
eyening surprised every one. 

When Rose returned to the drawing-roo m^ 
after paying Mr. Roberts a visit and welcom- 
ing him to Thombury, she said to her 
fiither — 

^^ Papa, what have you been doing to nurse 
Pringle ? She is in such spirits, and talks 
actually for ten minutes together without 
alluding to the shade of the defunct butcher. 
She looks ten years younger." 

** I don't know my love, excepting that I 
think all old nurses are much happier when 
they are employed with an invalid who is 
quite dependent on them, which I fear is poor 
Roberts' case now. Dr. Reginald gave a 
very bad report, and said no remedy or change 
of climate could avail." 
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^^ How very sad, dear papa, when we had 
all got so attached to him, and he did so much 
good ; but God knows best." 

A&d from h«r own she learnt to melt at othenP woe. 

GSAT. 
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CHAPTER XI. 



WILL IT BE BELIEVED? 



Mb. R0BEBT8 had spoken more decidedly and 
openly to Mrs. Fringle than he had at first 
thought of doing, and was almost frightened 
at the effect it had upon her. 

She seemed, in her impatience that all 
should know the good news, to think the next 
day would never come. Kothing was to be 
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said until Lord Herbert had read the old 
merchant's manuscript, and also a paper found 
amongst Julie's effects, directed to Mr. 
Roberts, and confidential, which gave exactly 
the same account as she had spoken to Mr. 
Boberts, before her last illness came on. 

Mrs* Pringle said she had never felt so ner- 
vous, or so like the man in the play, when 
they were going to cut a pound of flesh off, 
excepting once, and that was when poor dear 
Pringle undertook to kiil^that dreadful vicious 
bull of farmer Rogers*, that all the other 
butchers refused to meddle with. Of course 
she could only express her feelings to Mr. 
Boberts himself as long as it was a secret. 
She was now so doubly anxious about her 
patient, and so afraid of disturbing her dear, 
long lost Body, that she actually managed 
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only to look conseqaential and hold her 
tongae; but the housekeeper remarked at 
supper she had never seen Mrs. Pringle sa 
afifable and in such spirits ; she actually 
thought farmer Rogers had been and proposed 
to marry her* 

" Oh, no," said the butler, Gregory,. " he 
knows that tune too well, he ain't such a fool 
as to marry another rattling tongue ; why he 
used to describe his late wife like a run-away 
horse; she gets the bit in her mouth, and 
when once off there's no stopping her." 

" Well, if it ain't that, whatever is it ? She 
don't ought to be so lively, and that poor 
young man sinking and going, not as they say 
by inches, but by yards. Why, toy lord told 
me to-day, when I enquired after him, that 
he didn't believe he would last another monti^y 
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and that was the doctor's opimon too; aud 
she to look 80 gay — I call it wicked in a sick 
nurse. No, Gregory, depend upon it it^s the 
prospect of matrimony as causes her to be so 
elated/' 

^'Mrs. Evans, if sich is your sentiments, 
why you'd make a treasure of a wife, and I 
only wish as I thought you could reciprocate 
the feeling.'' 

^^ Nonsense, man, there's time enough to 
talk of that another day. I want to know 
Mrs. Pringle's secret, for I am sure there is 
one — good night.'' And so far only did old 
nuirse show her feelings. 

The next morning, when nurse went to her 
patient, she found him exhausted and weak, 
unwilling to refer to the ccmyersation of the 
mght before. Sbe began to fear he would 
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never be strong enough to go through all the 
explanation of his former history, and that 
after all, her dear boy would not be restored 
to his rights. 

Eobert never intended to claim his position 
till he found his fate sealed, and that, as far 
as human knowledge could say, he had only 
a few weeks to live ; but he felt that morning 
as if he had perhaps counted on life too long, 
or would rather sink quietly to rest without 
any recognition. 

Then again the less chance he had of living 
the less fear of disturbing the family arrange- 
ments and the prospects of others. Why not 
claim the sweet sympathies and relationship 
he had so longed for all his life. As the day 
went on, and the sun shone brightly out, the 
poor invalid revived and began to talk cheer- 
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fully again to his nurse. Not that he ever 
munnured at the suffering and illness it had 
pleased God to send him. His mind and 
heart had been too well tutored in the school 
of trouble, and was too well balanced by re- 
ligion for any one to hear him murmur, but 
his illness was wearing and depressing, and 
he often felt as if death were the only fevor 
God could now show him. 

Lord Herbert had been confined to his 
room for some days by a severe cold, and 
Mrs. Pringle begged very hard to be allowed 
to take him the manuscripts to read. She 
felt sure the good news would cure him at 
once. 

As to Eose, she was at home, and she and 
the duke were not likely to come to Thorn- 
bury for some time, but nurse Pringle felt 
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sure her sweet Bose would at once recognize 
her brotheTf though bow or by what remem^ 
brance she never gave herself time to think 
or consider. 

At last she persuaded Mr. Roberts to allow 
her to fetch his desk, and carried o£f tiie 
manuscripts in triumph to Lord Herbert's 
room. The valet was most unwilling to 
allow her to disturb his master^ who was 
much better that day, but had expressed a 
wish to be quiet. His efiForts were, however, 
useless to resist. Nurse Fringle could pene^ 
trate any cordon,and seemed like all old nurses 
to be an undoubted passe par tout. There 
was one person in the house who always more^ 
or less awed her, and one only, that was Lady 
Herbert. She had shown so much kindness 
towards Mr. Boberts, and lately had so much 
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softened in her manner towards all, that nurse 
DO longer cherished that determined hatred 
towards her with whieh she had begun, but 
how would she take this astounding news. 
The young master restored to life. Her son's 
friend to prove his rival. 

This would be a trying ordeal. We shall 
see its effect. Lady Hubert had cut out for 
herself one constant source of remorse in her 
behaviour to her father. 

When she was first in trouble and difficul- 
ties, and returned with such confidence to the 
shelter of her father's home to find him gone, 
and all trace of him too, and heard how he 
had suffered, she fancied she was really pun^ 
ished and really sorry. 

Alas 1 when fortune and love again smiled 
upon her, and she saw Lord Herbert at her 
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feet she revelled in her new found joy — her 
pride and wilfulness — neither of which she 
had ever studied to control, rose up as strong 
as ever. 

She agreed to leave behind her the child 
she had so fondly cherished, to go from the 
country where she fancied her father would 
be most likely to return and seek her, to for- 
get all remorse, all past love or ties, to follow 
her new lover, as she had once set her duty 
to her father aside to follow the gipsy. 

As long as she thought she was the undi- 
vided object of the handsome blacksmith's 
attention and admiration she was content. 
When he began to return to his occupations, 
and observed a sort of reserve with her as to 
how he spent his time, she became restless and 
discontented. 



■^^ 
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As long as she fancied she alone was the 
subject of Lord Herbert's thoughts, that he 
thought of and cared for nothing else, she was 
satisfied. 

He was an honourable man, and would not 
have deceived her. He told her of the two 
children who shared his home and his heart ; 
he talked of his lost Rose, but she judged of 
him by herself; she persuaded herself that 
would all be set aside for her — and indeed so 
infatuated was he with this fascinating woman 
that when he found she objected to his writing 
4;o or hearing from home, he only did so 
stealthily, and she thought he had forgotten 
them ail- 
Sometimes he would talk of returning to 
England after Ferdinand's birth, but she 
could always persuade him to postpone it, so 
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that yvhen the news oame pressing him to 
return to Thombory, he started wHhoot 
trusting himself to see her or take leave. 

Then a determined and unjust je^onsy 
arose within her. She could not bear the 
idea of her darling boy, her Ferdinand, bemg 
less great or rich than the first wife's son. 
She brooded over it, and talked of it with 
Julie till she seemed to imbibe a sort of deter- 
mination it should not be. When the boy 
was removed she seemed to find a morbid 
satisfaction in her jealousy by tormenting the 
child Rose, and endeavouring always to keep 
her in the back ground. 

Yet it is only justice to say she was per- 
fectly ignorant how far Julie's jealousy, 
nourished by their constant conversation, was 
capable of leading her, and so dreaded the 
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account of the acciident that so unexpeotadlj 
placed her boy in the envied position ofheir, 
that she had never allowed Julie to tdl her 
about it. She forbid th^ subject in the house as 
much as possible. She seemed to have an 
instinctive fear of heacing too much, and gave 
out that Lord Herbert desired the child should 
neveir be named or the accident referred to. 

When she perceived the admiration she 
created in England^ the position she held, and 
the sway it gave her, her hea^ was half turned. 
Though Lord Herbact was as attentive and 
devoted to her Ba could weU be, he was not 
now solely occupied by her. His county, his 
Mends, his estate, shared his thoughts and 
occupations — his affectibnate recollections of 
his first wife and children were renewed. Lady 
Herbert determined to amuse herself to gather 



216 THB BPAHIBH MOTHSB. 

round her admirerB the flattering attention of 
othen. 

She gave herself np heart and sonl to 
amiuement and pleasure. She would not be 
contradieted. She would not see anyone 
placed on a pedestal equal to hers. 

This enjoyment lasted her some time. 

She had wreaked her vengeance on the first 
object of Lord Herbert's affections by malring 
her child Rose utterly miserable with the 
.constant friction of the rough side of nature in 
trifles of every day life — ^the boy she had lost 
by the carelessness of her nurse. 

She would sometimes, when the accident 
was talked of as so melancholy, and she was 
forced to say something, answer — 

^^Well, melancholy it certainly was, but 
after all they are now no doubt happy to* 
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gether — the mother and son — for my part, 
had I had my choice ia simUar circumstances 
I should have said, ^ let my son come and 
join me ; don't leave him in the home presided 
over by a stranger, and a rival in my hns- 
band's heart." 

Thus had she persuaded herself all was well 
with her. She poured the flattering unction 
o'er her soul, stifled all serious thoughts, and 
lived but for herself. But this false life, this 
sort of smothering of all better feelings, like 
the ghostly vision of the night that fades away 
with the cock crow, fades away with youth, 
and sad is the fate of those who have not learnt 
to replace them with something more solid 
and satisfactory. Lady Herbert might never 
have done so had it not been for Julie's sad 
illness, and death. Mr. Roberts' exemplary 

VOL. III. li 
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, ijooduct and regally r^gioi|8. ^linga apd aw* 
mpM hi^. also had a greati efieot upon I^er. 

Everyone had remarked bow improved Lady 
Herbert had appeared lati^y. 

Mr. Boberts. had perauad^ her tp take an 
interest in the poor, and visit them herself, 
soothe them with her sympathy ; at the same 
time she relieved tbeir difiGlcalties, with the 
riches she had received so pl6ntifally« 

Mrs. Watson often remarked to her confi- 
dential friends that she believed that woman 
Jalie had spoken to Lady Herbert, when dying, 
more seriously than any one had ever done 
before, for ever since that day she had seemed 
to alter and grow good. 

What it meant and what Julie had tqld her 
she could not guess, but it must have been 
something dreadftil to turn a vain, thoughtless 



THB SPANISH MOTHER. 219 

woman into a steady, right-seeking head of 
her house. 

The truth was, Julie had, half in her de- 
lirium, half in her senses^ and her terror at 
the review of her own worldly life, given 
Lady Herbert many an unconscious rebuke 
and warning, and also made her half guess 
she was very seriously responsible for the 
accident to Eodolph, though she had nevep 
told her all. Victor's sudden death had also 
shocked her, and though his a][>pearance and 
his threats of telling all he knew about her 
had made her very uncomfortable, and she 
perhaps did not blame her pbtiies for so start- 
ling the tipsy man, yet she felt that Provi- 
dence, in removing the troublesome obstacle 
in her path, and the threat of humiliation, had 
determined to give her one more chance. 

L 2 
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The proud woman thought of her poor old 
father, and bowed to the reproof. 

The first effect the perusal of the precious 
manuscripts had upon Lord Herbert was to 
make him rush forward and welcome his long 
lost son; but in one moment again all the 
improbabilities and difficulties of the case rose 
before him. 

How could he believe all this story. How 
easy it would have been for the gipsies to 
have invented it all, and come forward when- 
ever it might prove feasible and useful. 

What would Ferdinand say ? How could 
he ever break it all to Lady Herbert. Her 
father's fate; his lonely death? What was 
best to be done ? The facts appeared very 
plain, and so far well corroborated by the 
clothes and various small circumstances. 
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Nurse Pringle having safely given the 
papers into Lord Herbert's hands, with the 
impatience of a child expected him every mo- 
ment to rush upstairs, hug Mr. Roberts as 

his son, and proclaim to the house and village 

» 

the restoration of his lost heir, and a general 
rejoicing and feasting. But in vain she 
listened for every sound, for every footstep. 

Her morning duties for Mr. Roberts had 
concluded, she had given him his medicine, 
his jelly, had wheeled his sofa to the open 
window, surrounded him with his books and 
his flowers, and been dismissed. She sat in 
her own room close by, wondering no one 
came to see her dear young master. At last 
Bome one came along the passage; they 
knocked at Mr. Roberts' door, but, provok- 
ing, it was only the valet with a message. 
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What was it ? she must know. She waited 
one^ two, three, five minutes, Mr. Roberts did 
not ring. Really he must want something, 
perhaps she had not put the bell near enough 
to his sofa — she would just go and see if his 
pillows were all right. 

^^Ah, nurse,'' said Mr. Roberts, as she 
openeid thp door, '' I knew I should see you 
soon — no need to ring; well what do you 
think Lord Herbert says ? '• 

" Why of course he's a going to have bon- 
fires, and bell ringing, and all sorts of fun. 
Oh dear, oh dear I how poor Pringle would 
have liked to see it ; but why don't he come 
to pee you? " she added, looking half vexedy 
as she gave another shake to the pillow. 

** Why you see, good Mrs. Pringle, it is a 
very serious thing suddenly to discover alive 
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a soft yon have so many years thoaght dead, 
aad Lord Herbert finds the news somewhat 
sadden. He has sent for his friend, Lord 
Evandale, to consult him on the subject. 
Bead his letter, as it concerns you too, and be 
stire^ if you value my friendship, obey his 
injunctions." 

Mils. Pringle took the letter carefully to the 
light, and there read a somewhat confused 
and formal acknowledg ment of the extraor- 
dinary contents of the manuscript, and an 
assurance, if they should be proved correct, 
Mir. Roberts should be honorably replaced in 
his rights ; as to his own feelings, he said he 
had from the first acquaintance been so 
drawn towards Mr. Roberts, and so appre- 
ciated his goodness, he now hop'ed it might 
be iiiatiiictive. 
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He was sure it would add to his years, and 
fancied it would restore him to all his former 
vigour and happiness could he once more press 
to his heart the child his beloved Eose had 
80 especially confided to his care, and whose 
loss had always seemed a reproach to him ; 
that the anxiety and feelings of so many were 
concerned, he dared not trust himself to see 
even Mr. Roberts till he had consulted some 
friends as to what was best to do. 

The tone of the letter did not at all satisfy 
Mrs. Pringle's enthusiasm, but as she had a 
great respect for her dear master's judgment,, 
and a great affection for him, she supposed he 
must be right, and returning it to Mr. Roberts, 
with a very crest fallen fiice, she said — 

*' Well, if that had been written or said by 
any but my own dear master, not excepting 
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poor dear deceased Pringle, I'd hare flown out 
dreadful ; but my lord, he is that right in all 
he does I will be content.*' 

" That's right, nurse, and of course you read 
the P.S., which more immediately concerns 
you as well as me. 1 will read it to you again?'' 

" * Out of consideration for Lady Herbert's 
feelings in this matter as well as my own, I 
hope you will keep perfect silence on this 
grave subject till I talk it over with you, and 
if Mrs. Pringle knows anything of it, pray 
ensure her prudence and secresy.' " 

" Oh ! of course I can keep a secret ) why, 
bless you, there wasn't a bullock as came into 
our yard that I did not know all the ins and 
outs of. Pringle, he never concealed nothing 
from me, and catch me telling. I scorn the 
notion, as Shakespeare says somewhere." 

L 5 
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**Very well, very wpU, nurse/' said Mr. 
Boberts, getting rather fatigaed \7ith his ener- 
getic attendant. 

^^ Now here comes Lord Evandale up the 
avenue to see Lord Herbert, and it is three 
o'clock; so my dear curate will be here 
toftty, mi . UWe quiet readtog «id prayer 
will rest me and prepare me for whatever may 
be in store for me next." 

A few minutes later Mrs. Fringle had com- 
posed herself in her room for her afternoon 
nap, and Mr. Boberts was calmly and religi- 
ously conversing on a better world, and of 
such subjects as can alone raise one above the 
difficulties, the ambitions, the disappointments, 
and indeed the very highest joys of this world 
and its connections. 
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CHAPTER XII. 



WHAT SHOULD THEY DO? 



" Mt dear Herbert," said Lord Evandale, as 
he salt in the sanctum of Thornbnry, after 
having read the manuscripts and heard various 
little remarks between times from Lord Her- 
bert, *' you fairly puzzle me. I have often 
been oonsulted by you before, and always 
given you the best advice I could, but I de- 
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dare this is snch an uncommon affiur. I don't 
know where to tarn for the right view of it. 
I rather wish yoa had not asked me." 

" Well/' said Lord Herbert, " what bothers 
me most is all this aboat my wife's &ther. It 
must naturally astonish you, as you knew 
nothing of how and where we met ; but that, 
of course, I have only told you in the strictest 
confidence, and is now too old a story to sig- 
nify or cause any real mischief-^still, how 
will she take it." 

*' Oh, for that matter," replied his friend, 
*' we all knew there was a mystery about it^ 
and I suppose like all our progenitors from 
the great Adam's time were once upon a time 
very curious, but steam and electricity have 
made curiosity even variable and fond of 
change, and we have long since changed our 
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object. However, you don't seem to think 
anything of the awkwardness with regard to 
Ferdinand of an elder brother's claims." 

" No, really poor Mr. Roberts' life hangs 
on such a thread, and he gets worse so rapidly, 
that could not be a consideration. Tell me 
what shall I do/' said Lord Herbert in de- 
spair. ^^ I thought you, being disinterested, 
would be able to say at once. Well, first I 
would try and get some truth proved about 
these manuscripts before mentioning them or 
acting upon them. I would see Mr. Boberts 
on that subject, and get some one to go down 
to Cornwall and enquire if they are all true. 
I think you might safely own your restored 
son if corroborated." 

^* Ferdinand comes home to-night," said 
Lord Herbert, " we will tell him all, to see 
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nothiag but a partioularly interestiiig case of 
an old ai^e womaoi who had retoraed upon 
her parish at Siiiclair after being years at the 
comer of Berkeley Square, but run over and 
seriously injured by a young lady driving a 
mail phaeton, wearing a large ckiffnon^ and 
a hat made of dogs' faces. 

But liord Herbert was thoughtful and so 
awfial affectionate. Mr. Roberts, poor dear, 
so weak and ill, and yet trying to be so cheery 
and so pleasant and considerate, it made him 
feel right down foolish, and wish they could 
change places. As to Mrs. Pringle, she went 
about as if she had been into the famous mill 
for restoring youth, and talked for a good 
half hour without a single anecdote of dear 
deceased Pringle and his bullocks, and that 
wask worth something. If tibie fellow had been 
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anything bat a batcher — bat romance aboat a 
batcher was sach an awfdl incongraity in 
natare, there was no bearing it. 

However thoagh he knew there was some- 
thing strange amongst them, he was com* 
pelled to retire to bed, still mystified and 
wondering. 

The next morning Lord Herbert sent for 
him, saying he had business with him, and 
shoald reqaire his attention perhaps for some 
time. 

" Now/ ' thought Ferdinand, " I shall hear 
all about it. I wish I had some of the fellows 
here to take a bet about it. A little money 
on makes a chap so mnch more interested in 
a thing. I suppose dear old Eoberts won't 
stand a " fiver." I declare I'll ask him, for I 
must go and see him before I get boxed np 
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at business. My father says it will take a 
long while." Thus he half-thought, half-spoke 
to himself as he finished his toilet, after re- 
ceiving his father's message, and after break- 
fast and a comforting cigar, he knocked at 
Mr. Roberts' door. 

He found his friend better than usual, and 
was met with the warmest and cheeriest of 
good mornings, and as old nurse remarked, 
Mr. Ferdinand's bright face and funny stories 
always did Mr. Roberts good. She had not 
seen him now for some little while. 

" Well, Roberts," said Ferdinand, " such 
a bore, my father wants me for some long 
business job, and it seems very mysterious, 
for they all looked queer last night, and 
would say nothing. I want to lay a fiver I 
guess what it's about before we begin ; now 
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take the bet, do, for there is not another 
fellow to sharpen one's wits in the parish." 

^' Gome, for once, I declare I will, I shall 
win too ; bat it won't be a fair bet when I do, 
so my old women won't get any tea and snnfip 
ont of it after all ; now be off, and come and 
tell me all about this great bet when yonr 
fiftther dismisses you." 

" Ta-ta, pal of mine," and away he hurried 
to the study, little dreaming the nature of the 
business he was called for, informing Lord 
Herbert, as he sat down, of course it was 
another mortgage, to repair some more bams, 
or some old debt of the mother's perhaps-^all 
right, he agreed to everything, if he only 
would let him off quickly, he wanted to ride 
over to Sinclair. 

Lord Herbert soon persuaded him it waa 
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nothing of that sort^ but mach more serious, 
and before going into it, he must remind him 
that they had no proof of his elder brother's 
death, and that this might be a serious obs- 
tacle to his succession after he was gone to his 
and it would therefore be a matter 
much better settled during his lifetime, if 
possible. 

" My good father," said Ferdinand, ** what 
do you mean ? Are you going to ask me to 
sign a certificate, or turn parish clerk, and find 
an old register ? " 

*' Nonsense, boy, attend. Would you like 
all uncertainty to be at an end, by a proof 
that Bodolph is alive?" 

'^ I say, father, you take one*s breath away ; 
that^ a very awkward way of putting it. I 
tbink it would be awfully unfair of a fellow 
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to have hid up all these yean, and ask one to 
eat one's bread dry now, after having had lots 
of butter all one's life.*' 

"But soppoong the discovery only just 
made, how would yon be able to bear giving 
way to another ? " said Lord Herbert, looking 
anxiously at his son's countenance, over 
which passed a cloud, such as he so much 
feared always when he saw it on his hand- 
some wife's countenance ; but in one moment 
it passed, and looking straight at Lord Her- 
bert, he said — 

^ ril tell you what| &ther, if it were really 
and properly proved to me that your son 
Bodolph were alive, I would not hesitate for 
one moment to ^ve place to him; as to 
whether I stopped here to make bows to him 
after my first one to see him in, would 
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of course depend upon the sort of fellow he 
turned out to be, and how he behaved. Now 
if it were a man like Roberts, I declare I could 
be almost glad to give way to him ; but I 
don't believe there is such another to be 
found — he does look so awfully ill, &ther, 
what's to be done ? " 

^^ What is to be done, Ferdinand, is this. 
You have spoken like a man, and a true 
and honorable one, and now I must 
tell you straight out, for I can no longer fear 
its effect on you. The man who claims to be 
my son Bodolph is Mr. Roberts, your friend, 
and so justly dear to us all." 

*' Father," said Ferdinand, laying his hand 
on Lord Herbert's shoulder, " it is true, then ; 
that man never lent himself to a falsehood, 
and I can now understand the instinctive love 
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that drew me towards him, atid the* &(ttV of 
shadow of dear Rose that always appeak*ed to 
hang about him ; but tell me more about it ; 
how did all this come out ? When did you 
make this discoveiy ? *' 

Lord Herbert then told his son how Mr, 
Roberts had first became acquainted with his 
early history, and how his supposed grand- 
father's manuscript had exactly taUied with 
the dying assertions of the French nurse, 
Julie. How he had determined never to 
assert his rights, on account of all the trouble 
it would cause, till, finding he could only 
live a few weeks, he could no longer resist 
the attempt to be restored to his family, and 
not die a stranger in his own home. 

Lord Herbert was unwilling to give Fer- 
dinand the manuscripts to read for fear he 
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should in so doing injure his opinion of his 
mother in any way ; having eonsulted 
Lord Evandale on that very point, tbey had 
mutually agreed it could not be avoided ; so 
after cautioning him as to certain antecedents 
he would there find of Lady^ Herbert, and 
binding him to secresy on that subject as far 
as possible, he gave him the papers to read. 

Ferdinand said he should get on so much 
better in his own room with his cigar, if his 
father had no objection. 

To tell the truth Lord Herbert felt im- 
mensely relieved at the way in which his son 
had taken the news, and now thought he 
should be very glad to be alone for a time, 
for what next weighed on his mind was how 
he was to tell Lady Herbert her father's fate 
if all these documents proved to be authentic. 
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and whether he could avoid her knowing that 

at all. 

So Ferdinand retired to his room to read^ 
smoke, and resolve. 

Lord Herbert remained where he was to 
think, wonder, and think and wonder again^ 
till fortunately perhaps for both body and 
mind his valet arrived to know his lordship's 
orders for dinner and the stables. 

When you have lots of money and a good 
cook dinner is soon ordered, and wiU probably 
be successfiil, unless you should be one of 
those disgusting dinner students who make 
yourself and every one else miserable if one 
sauce is a little too white or brown, or too 
profusely put in the dish, or it shows it has 
waited one moment too long. But for 
gtables, that is more difficult ; the particular 
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horse you want that day is never quite fit to 
go out| that troublesome clerk of the weather 
never will tell you his plans, so you don't 
know what to drive in. However, these 
difficulties were all surmounted, and the 
brougham ordered to drive Lord Herbert 
over to Sinclair Oastle immediately after 
luncheon. 

Lady Herbert declared the weather was so 
fine, a drive would do Mr. Roberts all the 
^ood in the world. She sent up and proposed 
it to him, and they were soon driving along 
at a brisk pace in the most sunny and shaded 
roads. Mr. Roberts placed ^t full length in 
the carriage and well muffled up with furs, 
duly tucked in by Mrs. Pringle, who turning 
from the hall door as they drove off said — 

^^ To think I should live to see that — well^ 
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irell<~the wajB of Prpvidcaoe is indeed won- 
ceniii* 

^^Upon my word, Mrs, Pringle,'' said 
Gregory, the butler, ^^ and whaf a so rery ex- 
traordinary that mj lady should take Mr. 
Boberts for a drive ? I think your remarks 
▼ery promisenoos." 

^^ My good friend, I knows what I knows, 
and I ain't obliged to partake all my senti- 
ments with yon, yon not being my deceased 
Pringle, so donH lets have any words, but a 
game of cribbage whilst we are at leisore," 
and they disappeared towards that important 
spot. The Boom. 

Never had Lady Herbert been in a more 
cheerful and agreeable mood) and ertry one 
knew what she could be, therefore it was not 
surprising that Mr. Boberts came home very 
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mucli refreshed and brightened up by his drive, 
and able to enjoy his dinner, even to the 
satisfaction of his nurse ; but she remarked 
he was somewhat thoughtful with it The 
truth being that Lady Herbert had been very 
talkative at first of trifles, and later, getting 
serious, insisted on telling Mr. Roberts of her 
firs); marriage, and her shocking behaviour to 
her father, and how as she got older she saw 
each day how much to blame she had been, 
and what remorse she each day suffered. 

She showed him a picture of her father she 
had for some time carried about with her, and 
^aid how much happier she should feel if she 
could ever hear where and how he had died, 
and where he was buried. 

Of course Mr. Boberts listened to it all as 
^ perfectly new tale, but was immensely in- 
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terested to find how exactly it tallied with the 
manoRcripty and determined if possible to 
save her the pain of ever knovang her fetther's 
real fate. 

" Let the eagle ohaiiga hie plome. 
The leaf its hue, the flower its bloom. 
But ties aronnd his heart were spun. 
That ooold not, would not be undone." 

Oamvbmlu 
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CHAPTER XIII. 



THE ENQUIRY. 



The little Tillage of Craney, in Cornwall, was 
once again in a state of excitement. They 
had bat a week before buried their dear old 
clergyman who had been amongst them so 
many years, christened so many of them, 
gently laid to their rest so many of their dear 
ones, young and old, and made himself be- 



246 THE SPANISH MOTHER. 

loved by every man, woman, and child in the 
parish by his universally kind interest in them 
and all their affairs, whilst he endeavoured to 
lead them through these human attachments 
and changes to see that this world was only a 
short preface to a long eternity, and to lead 
ihem to secure the happiness of eternity by 
sanctifying the preface to it. 

Great was the mourning over his loss, and 
loud the sobs, male as well as female, when 
the last prayers were said over the coffin of 
their dear friaid* But their regrets and 
lamentations were fast following the fate of 
the apparently immovable ice, and melting 
away as the sun shone bright as ever upon 
them, and though some may have lingered in 
the dark comers amongst the invalids, and 
the enthusiasts, yet this too seemed to be sud- 
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denly replaced by the excitement and corioaity 
oanaed at the arrival of a smart young gentle- 
OMD in a fly and pair from the railway 
Station* 

It was generally supposed to be one of the 
Royal prince* in disguise^ or others said he was 
so eager to be shown the spot where the old 
forsaken inn the Red Lion stood^ he most be 
a relation of tibe man who Was murdered 
there^ 

However, a very good looking young man 
did arrive,, and coidd not find any remains of 
the sign of the Bed Lion, for at last it got 
80 disfigured with being pelted at, and the 
chance of lettilrg the house in it» dilapidated 
state became so slight, that the agent plilkd it 
down and built smart iSrooted new shops id its 
place, or at least what they thot^ht smart 
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fronts— that is a bow window with one large 
square of glass, a sort of thing that might 
serve for an aquarium, or to put geraniums 
in for a season, in case a private individual 
should rent the house — and so that was all 
there was left of the Eed Lion they said. 

The young man who arrived and was so 
anxious to find traces of the Eed Lion was 
no other than Ferdinand Herbert. 

After he had read Julie and the old man's 
story, his immediate idea was to try and 
prove them true by circumstantial evidence, 
and to avoid, if possible, letting the public 
have the pick and benefit of it all, and then 
again to save his mother's feelings and name 
as much as possible. 

His interview that night with Mr. Eoberts 
was rather longer than nurse thought quite 
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prudent ; but it was warm, cheerfiil, and affec- 
tionate, less trying than it would have been 
to almost any people, because they were so 
truly attached, and so thoroughly loved each 
other as brothers, there could not be 
jealousy. 

The result of their interview was an ar- 
rangement for Ferdinand to start next day to 
Cornwall, to satisfy himself as far as possible 
about the story, and manage also in some 
way to come across a tomb stone with Lady 
Herbert's father's name on it, and so let her 
know of his death, but without particulars or 
connection with Mr. Roberts. Meantime, no 
notice was to be taken of anything until Fer- 
dinand's return. 

Unfortunately, he found the old clergyman 
who could have told him so much was dead, 

M 5 
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the Bed Imm looali^waB gone; noonalookadi 
old eooDgh to tell him &iiythiii|f of Mr. 
Boberta* yonih or afrrival in the TiUag& 
Howerer, he at last heard a child tbieatemng 
aoother he would tell his granny of him, and 
following ap the idea was soon sitting hj a. 
fine old womau, very nearly blind, hut 
shrewd, talkative (of course, as she was a 
female), and remembering every sort of thing 
from " Bonaparty " to the present day. 

The old lady was not so overpowered as 
her neighbonts by the good looks and gran>- 
deor of her questioner, for she could not see 
well enough to distinguish him, but his soft 
voice and manner pleased her and made her 
wish to be communicative. 

Ferdinand was somewhat puzzled to make 
out her language in her Cornish dialect, bat 
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onee it was true, and his dear Boberts was. 
indeed the lost Eodolph. 

The child who had first attracted his atten- 
tion to the old granny, offered to show him 
the grave they called the *' Eed Lions/' and 
trotted off. 

He there found a simple tomb-stone in the 
churchyard with the initials, "T. G. S.. 
Graham died broken-hearted and forgotten 
by Diana, at Craney," with date. This was 
what he had desired should be put on it, but 
declined to give any explanation of his 
meaning. 

Ferdinand felt more overcome than he 
would have believed he could be at the 
thought of the poor man's misery, and how 
his mother would feel it and reproach herself j 
but, at least, he thought he would try and 
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save her the pain of seeing it. He deter- 
mined to offer her at onee to have the coffin 
removed to Thombury, and after collecting 
the registration from the church vestry, and 
information of various kinds of Roberts in his 
school boy days, he returned home, having 
been away three days. 

When he left, Boberts was unusually well, 
and had been so for some days ; but perhaps 
the excitement had been too much for him — 
at all events, when he returned he found 
everyone in the greatest anxiety. 

Mr. Roberts had been so *bad for the last 
twenty-four hours, they feared the worst. 

Ferdinand was not allowed to see him that 
day, but he and Lord Herbert agreed to an- 
nounce to every one that they had discovered 
entirely to their own satisfaction that Mr. 
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Boberts was na other than the supposed 
drowned Bodolph. 

Lady Herbert he fi3und. more l^an half pre-* 
pared for the news, and eager to proclaim it« 

It wus sapposed Mr. Roberts' sinking 
health would make any legal proceedii^s 
unnecessary, and a paragraph in the papers 
gave as much information as was likely to be 
desirable. 

Lady Vincent and the Duchesd of Chandos 
were summoned, and Khe only fear was their 
not arriving in time to see Kodolph alive. 

However, he so often asked for Bose, that 
the Doctor thought her arrival would give 
him a temporary revival. Ferdinand was 
constantly at hm side^ and listened almost aa 
anxiously for her footstep the day she was 
expected. 
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She came; she said the news was &r too 
agreeable for her to doubt for oae moment ; 
everything seemed corroborative, Mr. Roberts 
had long ago won her admiration and truest 
fricoidsUip and affection ; why not add a 
right to call him brother? Her impatience 
to be admitted to his sick room could scarcely 
be restrained. 

Nurse Fringle hugged her and cried; 
whikt she insisted on trying to make her 
own she recollected him« 

Lady Vincent wrote word it was impos* 
sible for her to go to Thambury just yet ; she 
was starting on a foreigpi tonr. She con- 
gratulated them all, and thought Mr« Roberts 
hadi been most considerate, and disturbed the 
fiunily as little as possible, as he was going 
to die at once, whijch after all. was only &iir, 
eonfiidering, how inconvenient his returar to 
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life would be to others. Lady Vincent never 
had liked Mr. Roberts, because she feared 
him ; she never had a heart, so her answer 
was just what might be expected. 

Eodolph lingered on, varying from one 
day to another, sometimes better, sometimes 
worse, for a fortnight. At last the better days 
did not come ; each day was worse. 

He grew weaker, and could now only be 
moved to the sofa at his window ; there after 
the news of his recognition spread, the school 
children and villagers entreated to be allowed 
to see him from the lawn. 

They came, and he tried to say something 
to each one, that they might remember him, 
not in the grand position and luxury he had 
now been placed in, but as a humble worker 
in the Great Vinejard, and that when they 
spoke of him it might be as of one who had 
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drawn them towards God, who was now, he 
trusted, going to give him that reward not 
one of us could really merit, ' so very far did 
it exceed the payment of any labour we 
could any of us perform in the Vineyard of 
Life. 

They all went away, feeling it was the last 
they should see in this world of their dear 
pastor. 

But a grand day of rejoicing, feasting, and 
sport was fixed to take place the following 
week in the park, and by Eodolph's special 
desire it was to commence with a service of 
thanksgiving in the church, and the children, 
all in new dresses, were to march up to the 
house and sing a hymn under his windows. 



Death finds hb midst our plsythingB, enatches ob 
Ab a oroBB nnxBe might do a wayward child. 
From all owe toys and banhleB. 

SXNBCA. 
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The grand gala day came* The village wm 
all ID eommotion, the villagerB all dressed ia 
their best, the bells ringing, the flags where- 
ever any could be found, and hung up flying* 
The lawn covered with gay tents^ the sun. 
shone, the birds were singing joyously. 
Nature itself seemed determined to welcome 
the new master of the soil, or rather the re^ 
covery of the lost one. 

But Rodolph though apparently better than 
he had been for a month past, knew what it 
meant» He was elated and happy too, but nai 
for his position in this world ; it was his hope 
for the future elated him« 

He had sat by so many sick beds, he had 
tried to soothe the pain and lessen the struggle 
of leaving earth and its kindred for so many, 
he knew the warning of death, he knew it 
was near. 
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He felt it indeed to be a glorious day. Aa 
far as his mortal career, tin figbt in the great 
caose of Eternity here below was eoncemed| 
he had now eome to the smooth and easy 
portion of it. He was surrounded with 
friends, with IuxurieS| with affection. 

And he knew he might enjoy them, he did 
not fear them because he knew that until 
now he had been content whilst it had pleased 
God to deprive him of them, and he looked 
forward far beyond them for his real reward. 
He knew he would before many hours were 
past, be where— 

OorbliiB-M doably luifltified 
In that the will of God and ocm agree. 

And so it was the day went off as joyously 
as possible. Even Nurse Pringle was deceived,, 
and would not believe the truth when sum« 
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to be worth the trouble of reading, bat still 
that dreadful day of the funeral must come 
on us all, and we must part with the remains 
of our dear departed friend, be they ever so 
dear. 



cc 



Gome, let the burial rite be read, the Ameral song be snn^. 
An anthem for the kingliest dead that ever died so yonng." 

LSONORK. 

Death's bat a path that most be trod 
If man woold ever pass to God. 



THE END. 
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tains an insfrnotiye lesson in life, an object set before ns to acquire, 
and the means of obtaining it by the most upright and honourable 
means It may with safety be recommended as an admirable noveL'* 
— Obsvktbb. 

"We have read this novel with pleasure. It is a healthy, sensible, 
and interesting story. The title is sober, and scarcely iudiaates the 
high order of qualities which are illustrated in the narrative — a story 
which may be read with profit as well as pleasure** — ArmvMUU, 

'* We predicted that ' Kate Kennedy' would be the precnrsor of still 
higher achierements, and we have not been disappointed. It can 
with advantage be put into the hands of the youngest novel reader, 
who majr learn firom it that the smallest aflhirs in life mayberegolated 
by the mghest principles.''-— Tictobia Hagazikb. 

" The whole tone of the book is healthy, the style is easy, and the 
language well chosen. The lore scenes are far more true to Hfe than 
the sieuy sentimentalities we are often inrited to accept as heart 
effusions. The stoiy is bnilt on one great evil c^ the preeent day, the 
living beyond one's means, and we would particularly o^ attention to 
the good feeling which is shown as ftrigHtig between the different 
classes of society. The plot is simple and natural. It is one of tha 
best novels of the day, the healthy tone of which i?iQ place it on the 
tame ahelf with those of Miss Austen."— Bbadbb, 



In 8 Volfl. 8lB. 6d. 

THE MAITLANDS, 

By the Author of " Three OpportudtieB." 

*' Each chapter is a homily ; every Toltizne contains a world of good 
adtioe. The strictest parent might rejoice to see his daughter poring 
over its pages.'* — Loitdgn Bbyixw. 



In 8 Vols. 

UNCLE ARMSTBONG, 

• By LOED B*«»*«*M, 
Author of ''Masters and Workmen." 

" The style is simple and easy." — Bbadbb. 



In 2 Vols. 21s* 

THE STORY OF NELLY DILLON, 

Bt the Author op '^Mtsblv and mt Kblatitbs." 
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' It is written vi^ith the finished simplicity of an experienced storyist^ 
and its traits of Irish life and modes of Irish thoughts and expressions 
are like dagaerreotypes in their exactness and exquisite expression."—* 
Dublin General Adybbtisbb. 

* ' A vigorous tale, most true in its sketches of Irish life. This story 
must have been written by a person thoroughly familiar with the 
modes of thought and forms of speech which characterise the Irish 
peasantry."— Waedbb. 

"Graphic and life-like.*'— Daily Bxpebss. 

" A vigorous tale, most true in its sketches of Irish life." — DuBLm 
BvBNiNO Packet. 

*' This novel is written with spirit, and the language is enlivened 
with considerable wit and humour."— Obsebybr, 

'"Nelly Dillon' is unapproachably excellent."— London Bbyibw. 

*'Well told, and fall of interest ; altogether a superior book." — 
Ohubch and Statb Bbyibw. 



SJr* itjefobg's IgttMxjtatbns* 



In 1 Vol. Price 12s. 

THE SPAS OF BELGIUM, GERMANY, 
SWITZERLAND, FRANCE, AND ITALY. 

Bt THOMAS MOBE MADDEN, M.D. 

"A work aconrate and serviceable in all its important details. 
The chapter on the art of travel is a smaU volnme in itself."—' 
MosNnra Post. 

*' We cordially recommend this book not only to the medical pro* 
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don, bat to educated persons of every calling."— <Medioal Pubs. 

'The great value of the book lies in the judicious directions given 
to invalicu as to the use and abuse of the individual springs they are 
enjoined to visit."— The Waedbe, 

*'Dr. Madden's 'Guide to the Spas' will find equal aooeptanoe 
with medical and non-professional readers, as it supplies what has 
hitherto been a serious want — ^namelyt a complete manual on the 
subject of mineral waters." — ^Ibish Times. 



In One Vol. 10s. 6d. 

AMERICAN AND ITALDlN CANTATRIOL 

By LUCIUS. 

'' If half the anecdotes be true, musical gossip must be an inezf 
haustible mine for novelists." — Standabd. 

" Lucius^ has written a clever and amusing work. He draws an 
accurate picture of a phase of Italian life and manners but little 
known in this coxmtry. In a simple narrative, the author has worked 
up materials grotesque and pathetic, humorous and g^ve, in the 
manner of an artist."-»THB Chboniclb. 



Mil :-ir-Tin: 



InlYol. 10b. 6d. 

LOST LINKS IN THE INDIAN MUTINY, 

B7H.P. MALET, Esq., E.I.G.S. 



InlYol. 148. 

THE AQE OP PITT AND FOX, 

By the Author of " Ireland and its Bnlers." 

The Times says : ** We may safely prononnce it to be the best text 
book that we have yet seen of the age which it professes to deBGribe.** 

•• It is a noble work."— Quabtbrlt Beyiew. 

" It is a powerfol piece of writing." — Spectatok. 



In 2 Vols. 286. 

THE HISTORY OFIRISH PERIODICAL 

LITERATURE, 

From the end of the 17th to the middle of the 19th oentnry, 

By B. B. madden, M.B.I.A., &c. 

** These Tolmnes form a very valuable, as well as interesting oom« 
pendinm of Irish History."— Law Times. 

''Dr. Madden's volumes contain much carious matter." — Pall 
Hall Gazette. 

** This is really a very useful book." — Examinee. 

** It forms not only a valuable acquisition to Irish literature, but 
to that of the empire." — Dublin Evening Mail. 

''The importance of such a work, executed as it is with care and 
impartiality, must be obvious."— Obseevee. 

"Dr. Madden's book must find its way to the shelves of every 
library worth the name." — Saundebs' New Lettee. 

"Irish Literature is deeply indebted to Dr. Madden for a vast 
amount of information on the social, literary, and political History 
of Ireland."— Freeman's Joubnal. 

"Dr. Madden*s workisfbU of rare and curious information."-^ 
IiOiiDON Beview. 

'* Dr. Madden has placed his country under great obligations by 
this contribution to its historical literature."— Wabdbb. 



In 1 Vol. Price 128. 

ON CHANGE OF CLIMATE, 

A GUIDE FOE TBAVBLLBRS m PURSUIT OF HEALTH, 
Bt THOMAS MORE MADDEN, M.D., M.R.G.S. Eng. 

Hliutratiye of the Adyantages of the yarions looalities lOBOited to by 
Inyalids, for the oare or alleviation of chronic diBeases, especially 
oonBnmption. With Observations on Climate, and its Innnences 
on Health and Disease, the result of extensive personal experience 
of many Sonthem Climes, 

SPAIN, PORTUGAL, ALGERIA, MOROCCO, FRANCE. ITALY, 
THE MEDITERRANEAN ISLANDS, EGYPT, ic. 

"Dr. Madden has been to most of the places he describes, and hia 
book contains the advantage of a gnide, with the personal experience 
of a traveller. To persons who have determined that they onght to 
have a change of chmate, we can recommend Dr. Madden as a guide." 
^-Athbnjeum. 

''It contains mnbh valuable information respecting variooa 
faTonrite places of resort, and is evidently the work of a well*in« 
formed physidan/'^LANCBT. 

*'Dr. Madden's book deserves confidence— a most aocnrate and 
excellent work."— Dublin Mbdical Rbyoew. 

."It cannot but be of much service to snch persons as propose 
leaving home in seardi of recreation, or a more benign atmosphere* 
The Doctor's observations relate to the^ favourite haxmts of EngUdi 
invalids. He critidses each place awiaUm in every point of view." — 
Readbr. 

''We strongly advise all those who are going abroad for health's 
•ake to provide themselves with this book. Thej will find the anthor 
in these pages an agreeable gossiping compamon as well as a pro- 
fessional adviser, who anticipates most of their difficolties." — Dublik 
Eyening Mail. 

"To the medical profession this book wiU be invalnable, and to 
those in ill-health it will be even more desirable, for it will be fonnd 
not merely a gnide for change of climate, but a most interesting 
Yolnme of travel."— Globb. 

'* There is something, and a great deal too, for almost every reader 
in this volume, for the physician, for the invalid, for the historian, 
fiorthe antiquarian, and for the man of letters. Dr. Madden has 
Tendered a necessary service to the profession and to the public upon 
the subject under notice." — ^Dublin Eybnino Post. 

*'Dr. Madden's work is fraught with instruction that must prove 
Vfeftd both to practitioner and patients who study it." — SAUin)BB8' 
Nvws Lbtteb. 



In 8 Yols., demy Sro. £2 20* 

THE HISTORY OF THE PAPAL STATES, 

Bt JOHN MILEY, D.D., 

Author of " Borne under Paganinn and the Popes." 

*'Dr. Miley supports his {position with a plenitude and proftindity 
of learning, a force and massive power of reasoning, a perspiouttjp^ ot 
lopeaX prowess, and a felicity oi illustration rarely met in oombmed 
flODstenoe amongst historians of any age."— MoBNiNa Post. 

" niustrated by profound learning, deep thought, refined taste^ 
and great sagacity .^—Dublih Bbyisw. 

"We have no hesitation in recommending these volumes as ohs- 
xaeterised by learning, eloquence, and orig^inal research." — ^Daxlt 
Kkws. 



Price Is. 6d. 

PRINCE LIFE, 

By G. P. K. JAHES, Esq., 

Author of "The Gipsy," "EioheUeu," Ac. 

** It is worth its weight in gold."— The Globe. 

"Most valuable to the rising generation; an invaluable little 

book."— GUAEDIAN. 



In 8 Vols. dls. 6d. 

NORTH OF THE TWEED; 

OB, LOBANOB LANGTON, HIS MFB, AND ADVBNTUBBS 

JN SCOTLAND. 

By D. CBOWBBBBY. 

*'The incidents and adventures that befel the hero of the tale are 
related in a graphic and racy manner." — ^Bebwick Waeden. 

*' It is evidentlv from the pen of a Scotchman, for he has drawn 
his characters and depicted the scenery, ' North of the Tweed,' with 
great fidelity."— Expeess. 

* ' We have been highly amused with this book. It is written with 
•uoh profound gravity." — ^AxHBNiEnM. 
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In 1 Vol., lOs. 6d. 

SKETCHES FROM NATURE AND JOTTINaS 

FROM BOOKS, 

By W. H. C. NATION, 

Anthor of " OypreBs LeaveB/* " Tpiflee." 

** The anthor treats of a variety of subjects conneoted with tlie 
manners and habits of modem life m a humourous spirit/' — ^London 
Setikw. 



In 2 vols., price 2l8. 

SHELLEY AND HIS WRITINGS, 

By C. S. MIDDLETON, Esq. 

''Never was there a more perfect specimen of biography.'*— 
Walteb Savage Landob, Esq. 

** Mr. Hiddleton has done good service. He has oarefdlly sifted 
the sources of information we have mentioned, has made some sUght 
addition, and arranged his materials in proper order and in graoefal 
langoaee. It is the first time the mass of scattered information has 
been collected, and the ground is therefore cleared for a new genera- 
tion of readers. '— Athen^um. 

" The life of the poet which has just appeared, and which was 
much required, is written with much beauty of expression and clear- 
ness of purpose. Hr. Middleton's book is a masterly performance.'* 
— SoMEBSET Gazette. 

" Mr. Middleton has displayed great ability in following the iK>et 
through all the mazes of his life and thoughts. We recommend the 
work as Uvelv, animated, and interesting. It contains many curious 
disclosures.* —Sunday Times. 



In 8 Yols., price 54s. 

A CATHOLIC HISTORY OF ENGLAND, 

By W. B. MAO OABB, Esq. 

•• This work is of great literary value." — Times. 

" A better book, or more valuable contribution to historical litera- 
ture, has never been presented to the reading public." — Obseevbb. 

*' A valuable and extraordinary work."— Quabteblt Beview* 



In 2 Tola., 21s., doih. 

THE LIFE OF PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY, 

By CAPTAIN MEDWIN, 

Author of " Conyergations with Lord Byron." 

*' This book mnst be read by every one interested in literature."— 
MoBNiNG Post. 

"A oomplete life of Shelley was a desideratum in literature^ and 
there was no man so competent as Captain Medwin to supply it." — 
iHqxn&EB. 

*'The book is sure of exciting much discussion/'^LrrsBABlF 
Gazette. 



Second Edition, now ready, in 3 Vols , price 42s. 
THE LITERAEY UPE AND CORRESPONDENCE 

OP THE 

COUNTESS OF BLESSINGTON, 

Bt B. MADDEN, Esq., F.R.OS. ENG. 
Author of *' Travels in the East," " Life of Saronarola," &c. 
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We may, with perfect truth, affirm that during the last fifty 
years there has been no book of such peculiar interest to tiie literary 
and political world. It has contributions from every person of literary 
reputation — Byron, Sir E. Bulwer, who contributes an original 
Poem, James, lyisraeli, Maryatt, Savage Tjandor, Campbell, L. E. 
L., the Smiths, SheUey, Jenkyn, Sir W. Gell, Jekyll, &c., &c. ; as 
well as letters from, the most eminent Statesmen and Foreigners of 
distinction, the Duke of Wellington, Marquis Wellesley, Marquis 
Douro, Lords Lyndhurst, Brougham, Durham, Abinger, &c. — 
HoBNiMG Post. ' 



In 1 Vol., price 2s. 6d. 

DRAWING-ROOM CHARADES FOR ACTING, 

Bt 0. WAEiyEN ADAMS, Esq. 

'* A valuable addition to Christmas diversions. It consists of i^ 
number of well-constructed scenes for charades." — Guardian. 



In 2 Tola. Price 2l8. 

NAPLES, 

Bt lord £••••♦• M. 



In 1 Yol., price 7b. 6d. 

TAORMINA AND OTHER POEMS. 

" It is written with a rare miztnre of spirit and fcrtuoe, and bearft 
the marks of a highly oaltiTated mind, enridhed hy travel and by i 
classic lore."— Scotsman. 



In 1 Vol., Post 8vo., Price lOs. 6d. 

HEROIC IDYLLS, 

AND OTHER POEMS, 

Bt WALTER SAVAGE LANTDOR. 

" These Idylls may take their place with those heretofore giren ns 
by Mr. Landor. Judged of simply by their merits, they compel that 
rare admiration which we yield only to noble ideals made palpable by 
trae heart. As recent works they claim the tribute of our wonder, 
no less than of our delight." — ^Athen^um. 

" The same classical feeling which has given a harmony even to 
the most fanciftd of his ' Imaginary Oonversations,' and moulded €ke 
thoughts of an English poet in the lines of Greek simplicity and 
beauty, is to be found here, as delicately marked as ever. Few 
artists of modem times have taken a lar^r range, or have curried out 
a clearly conceived purpose with a steadier hand. When Mr. Landor 
is gone, we shall have lost at once the founder, and almost the only 
follower of a i)eculiar and grand school." — Saturday Review. 

''Here we recognise the dignified pathos and tranquil beauty cha- 
racteristic of the best of his ' Hellenics.' " — Reader. 

"Mr. Lander's works, stamped, as they are, with the impress of 
high and original intellect, will ensure for him a proud position 
among the master minds of the period."~BBLL's Messenger. 

"Passages full of vigorous and tender exxnression, and containing 
sentiments and thoughts in accordance with the former works of the 
poet."*-OBSERVER. 

'' A book of rare merit, containing many passages of singnlar 
power, grace, and freshness of style, which it would be hard to match 
in any modem versifier." — Morning Herald. 









In 1 Vol., price Is. 6d. lOth editioii. 

THE FIRST LATIN COURSE, 

By Bev. J. ABNOLD. 
*' For beginnen, this Latin Grammar is unequalled."— Scholastic. 



'OBJKS ^ 1 Vol-» 7fl. 6d. 

^,„i, ON SEX IN THE WORLD TO COME, 

' tnre/ii 

Bt thb Eev-. G. HOUGHTON, A.M. 

'* A peculiar subject ; but a Bubject of great interest ; and in this 
Yolnme is treated in a masterly style. The language is surpassingly 
ffood, showing the author to be a learned and thoughtful man.''— New 

'QUABTEKLT BBYIBW. 



In 1 Vols. lOs. 6d. 

A HISTORY OF THE KINGS OF JUDAH, 

By lady OHATTEETON. 
" No Protestant family should be without this excellent work."— 

KVW QUABTBRLT BEYIBW. 



In 1 Vol., 6s. Second Edition. 

THE ROCK OF ROME, 

i By the late J. SHEEIDAN KNOWLES, 

,/ Author of " Virginia," &c. 

"Mr. Enowles apijears to be only a belicYer in his Bible, as he 
comes forward in this work with an earnestness which all ime- 
hearted men will appreciate.' — Examinee. 

'* It is a YiYid and eloquent exposure of the lofty pretensions of the 
Church of Bome."— Morning Hjebald. 

" It should be in the libraries of all Protestants.'*— Morning Post. 



In 1 YoL, post 8vo.9 plates, price 10b. 6d. 

DEAFNESS AND DISEASES OF THE EAR $ 

The FallacieB of present treatment exposed and Bemedies sug* 
gested from the experience of half-a^centnry. 

By W. WBIGHT, Esq , 

Burgeon Anrist (by Bcnral Sign Manual), to Her Majesty the hio 

Queen Charlotte, &o. 



In 1 Vol., 8vo. 

A HISTORY OF THE MODERN MUSIC OF 

WESTERN EUROPE, 

FBOM THB FIRST CENTUBT OF THE CHBISTIAN ERA 

TO THE PRESENT DAY, 

with sxamflbs and an appendix expiaxatobt op the theory 

op the ancient okebk music. 

By G. B. KIESWITTEB; 

With notes by B. Muller. 

"Herr Eieswitter writes clearly becanse he sees dearly."-* 
Athenauu. 



In 1 Vol., price 5s. 

FISHES AND FISHING, 

By W. WBIGHT, Esq. 

*' Anglers will find it worth their while to profit by the anther's 
experience." — Athen^um. 

' * The pages abonnd in a variety of interesting anecdotes connected 
with the rod and the line. The work will be loond both nsefnl aod 
entertaining to the lovers of the piscatory art."^MoBNiNG Post. 
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. Fonrth Edition, 48. 

THE BEE-KEEPER'S GUIDE, 

By J. H. PAYmS, Eiq. 
* ' The best and most concise treatise on the mana gement of beei. 

QUASTBSLT BeYIBW. 



In 1 Vol., demy 8yo„ price 12s. 

THE SPORTSMAN'S FRIEND IN A FROST, 

By harry HIEOVBE. 

" Harry HieoYer s practical knowledge and long experience in field 
sports render his writings CYcr amTmiTig and instractiYe. He relates 
most pleasing anecdotes of flood and field, and is well worthy of 
Btndy. — The FikLD. 

" There is amnsement as well as intelligence in Harry HieoYer's 
book ."— Athbn^um. 



Fourth Edition. Price 2s. 6d. 

THE PROPER CONDITION OF ALL HORSES, 

By harry HIEOVER. 

*' It should be in the hands of all owners of horses." — Bell's Life. 
** A work which CYcry owner of a horse will do well to consult,*' — 

MOBNING HeBALD. 

*' EYery man who is about purchasing a horse, whether it be hun- 
ter, riding horse, lady's palfrey, or cart horse, will do well to make 
himself acquainted with the contents of this book/'^SPOBTUio 
Magazine. 



In 1 Vol., price 5s. 

THE SPORTING WORLD, 

By harry HIEOVEB. 

''Reading Harry HieoYer's book is like listening; lazily and luxuri- 
ously after dinneC' to a quiet, geatlemanlike, clcYcr talker." — 
Athen^um. 

'* It will be perused with pleasure by all who take an interest in the 
manly games of our fatherliuid. It ought to be added to CYCry sports- 
man's library.* ^Sfobting Rbyiew. 



EVENING DRESSES 

BLACK NET AND TULLE. 

Messrs. JAY haye from Paris a variety of BLACK 
EVENING DRESSES, which they can confidently 
recommend, both from their correctness of fashion and 
economy in price. 

JAY'S, 

C|)$ Uonlion i&ttinal iEoummg 32Sar$f)ou0$, 

247, 249, and 251, Regent Street. 
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BLACK SILKS. 

Purchasers will find at all times the greatest possible 
Advantage in Buying BLACK SILKS, of either 
the richest quality or those of a lighter material, and 
at a cheaper cost, at 

JAY'S, 

C^e ILonlion ®enetal ^^ourntng {12Eare|)ou0e, 

247, 249, and 251, Regent Street. 



FAMILIES 

Will always find at Messrs. JAY'S a very large and 
carefully-selected Stock of MOURNING GOODS 
suitable for the present Season. 

^t)e Hontion (Rtnnal iOounting asaatetou^e 

247, 249, and 25 1, Regent Sirbet. 

JAY^S. 
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